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with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


Raveen’s new scientific formula 


















works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 


If you’ve been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 

to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 

helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 
with shining billows of 
i long, lustrous hair you've 
always wanted. If the length of 
Yea your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 


our generous no risk offer. 
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Mail coupon for no risk offer! 


reenter nen eee eT Le | 
ASIST) 


at RAVEEN Dept. T-9, 
| 1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 










Floney back quarantee 
=| Please send me RAVEEN at once on your guaranteed no 


: b ? 
Try RAVEEN according to direc- B4| risk offer. 
tions. If not completely satisfied, re- e [| enclose $1.20 (Send C.O.D. plus postage 
turn unused portion of jar and full 
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purchase price will be immediately 4 
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Sensational Get-Acquainted 
Offer to New Friends! 


YOU CHOOSE 


from more than 


BEAUTIFUL 


STYLES 








(and make fine extra money 
even in your spare hours! 


You’ve never read more exciting news! Think of taking 
your pick of more than 100 beautiful, colorful, latest-style 
dresses and making them your very own without paying 
even one cent! All you do now is mail the coupon at the 
bottom of this page. Don’t send any money now or any 
time. You’ll receive absolutely free the most thrilling 
display of gorgeous styles you ever saw... all the latest { 
fashions . . . all the new miracle wonder fabrics like dacron, 
nylon, orlon . . . in convertibles, casuals, mix-and-match, 
separates— suits, sportswear, and hosiery and lingerie too! 
Just select the dresses you want for yourself and they’re 





ail . ’eG of yours simply for showing the beautiful styles and sending 
ly? only a few orders for friends, neighbors, co-workers, or 

uld 4 / members of your family. That’s all! You don’t pay one 
> it ‘ cent for your own dresses—and you can get dress after 

5 ie $ dress this easy way! 

OUS Vie He MAKE EXTRA MONEY TOO! The moment folks see the beau- 
the a 'f z “dl ay tiful styles, the vast selection, and the Jow, money-saving 
i = 2 ol prices, they want you to send to famous Harford Frocks 

ets m =: + - a for dresses just like them. And for sending us their selec- 
- m iS \ ae tions you get your own dresses without paying a single 
= " a us penny—and, in addition, you collect and keep a generous 
oes : i 42 ee i cash profit for every order you send. Don’t wait! We’ll 


Lege send you everything you need ABSOLUTELY FREE. 
Women like you write exceptional letters like these 
co Dresses or | P 


No Longer 
CHILDREN Buys Dresses! 
esses | used to b 
of All Ages! * et me 
Get them without pay- $12.00 to $15.00 in a 


. ic spare time besides! 
ing one cent by using DOROTHY HOUGH, Mo. S.W.COLE,WestVirginia. / 
our plan! Adorably- 


styled, long-wearing il el fy 
dresses inciuaing | FIRE! Just Mail Coupon Below! 

mous Dan River Ging: 
hams .. . and also T- 
shirts, separates, mix- 
and-match, playwear, 
nightwear for children. 














Send no money! Just write your name, address, and dress 
size on coupon below (paste it on a postcard) and mail it, 
and we'll send you the big valuable style display so you 
can start at once getting your per- 

sonal dresses without one cent of cost 

and collecting EXTRA CASH be- 

sides. Mail the coupon NOW! 


“\ HARFORD FROCKS, ™< 


Dept M-2117Cincinnati 25, Ohio 
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PASTE ON POSTCARD—AND MAIL! 


Harford Frocks, Inc., Dept.M2117Cincinnati 25, Ohio 
RUSH ABSOLUTELY FREE the big, valuable Harford 
Frocks Style Display so I can start quickly getting 

dresses without paying one penny for them, and make extra 
money in spare time besides. 
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Recognize 
her? 


You don’t really know this woman. But 
the chances are you know and admire 
omeone very much like her. A woman 
serenely poised and sure of herself under 
any circumstances. 

The reason is simple. She refuses to be 
put into a position where avoidable per- 
onal problems might bother her. For ex- 
ample: she long ago discarded external 
sanitary protection on two counts... 
odor and chafing. She realizes that those 
two hazards simply do not exist with 
Tampax. 

For Tampax is worn internally. It elim- 
inates belts, pins, pads. It is particularly 
advantageous when you're away from 
home. Disposal is simple. (Even the ap- 
plicator is disposable.) Month's supply 
can be carried in the purse. And of course 
you don't have to remove the Tampax 
when you're taking your shower or tub. 

Join the millions of women who are 
ising Tampax sanitary protection regu- 
larly. Choice of 3 absorbencies (Regular, 
Super, Junior) at drug or notion counters. 
Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, Mass. 
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FIVE STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 


My Husband Never Knew. .............2cccccccccccsccccecessccoess 16 
Childless for three years, Dolly secretly blamed Tom and he secretly blamed 
her and then a kindly family physician helped them solve their problem. 


I IL, acc can cnscsersonneeGeedbenetesdh ene eeeanes¢ 19 
Her memory gone because of a brutal beating, Cynthia was about to become 
George’s bride when mention of a card game reminded her she wassEarle’s wife. 


i nbc haeeeds ds asered bee hbawsehern en eaes 26 
How could she accept Dr. Jim’s proposal when he knew all about her and Carl? 
Kay searched everywhere for a solution and then one day she got a letter. 


I os toy aS tin ala a 'gns, @ 050 Sarai ap RNR EELS toe one e RO aea 32 
Jilting Mark to marry Sid was easy for Julie and now she wanted to divorce 
Sid for Mark. Just how much longer would she be able to run from reality? 

I I TI. 0 on no ccccsesccctacdceapeneyesasduresediouvies 34 
Making Bart believe that he was to be a father was a cruel trick but Trudy 
didn’t realize it until the doctor said that a baby was really on the way. 
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re ome Tames Piowen Mhatay.... ...... .. .-< soc cevcnsincbsvsssecevnsee 10 
After that experience in Emory’s apartment, Muriel felt that she might have 
disqualified for marriage, then found that virginity is more than physical. 

ee NE DOOD, 6 oo sss ak's surcics seaveeedsenenabewewesees 22 
Seven years after her divorce from Nat, Nadine Cole haus found a new life for 
herself, still carries in her heart the secret behind their marriage break-up. 

Secrets A Husband Should Share.................... By Larry Darnell 28 

Husbands who try to keep secrets from their wives are letting themselves in 

for trouble, says Singer Larry Darnell who learned his lesson the hard way. 
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Cover Photo Of Nadine Cole By Howard Morehead 
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HE PLANETS ARE now in a forma- 

tion in the heavens which signifies an 
active, tense and high-pressure emotion- 
al month. Much that is worthwhile can 
be accomplished by good planning, 
clear-headedness and self-control. There 
is need for one to be careful that one 
does not set out in one direction and 
wind up in an entirely opposite locality 
of interest. 

There is a feeling of expansiveness 
during this period, prompted by a high 
sense of optimism which augurs well 
for prosperity and success in occupa- 
tional and business pursuits. This pro- 
ductive trend is particularly important 
in September because this is the time 
when serious business is in the making 
for the autumn-winter season. 

It operates from September Ist to 21st, 
with prospects of repetition during the 
first three weeks in November. One 
should make those first three weeks in 
September count, thereby laying a foun- 
dation for further profit in November. 

There is another good reason for 
making the most of what September of- 
fers and that is that the planet tides are 
less favorable during the first three 
weeks of October. Wise will be those 
persons who use wisdom and discretion 
in the conduct of their daily lives by 
observing these planetary tides and tim- 
ing their activities accordingly. . 

Birthdays under the signs of Virgo 
and Cancer are directly in the path of 
good September planet vibrations for 
lucky “breaks,” improvement in em- 
ployment, business gains, worthwhile 


- Contacts, health and affairs in general. 


Scorpio and Pisces-born also share fav- 
orably this (Continued on Page 67) 














BeatfulHair ’ 
ly CORONET 


Romantically lovely real hair—styled for you by 
Coronet, one of the oldest manufacturers of 
quolity hair goods. Now you can have lustrous, 
shining hair to crown your beauty. Smart 
beauties of today—the cover girls—enhance 
their beauty and change their personolity 
instantly with Coronet hair pieces and 
wigs. Only you know your secret—Coronet 
hair looks just like nature's own. Others 
can only see your increased glamour with 
luxuriant hair smartly styled. So easy— 
just pin your Coronet hair on and comb 
your own hair into it. They blend per- 
fectly and your Coronet hair stays as 
secure as your own. 


Style #60 ANGEL HALO. A 
charming halo of fine Feather 
Curls that completely encircles 
om of head. Lovely as your own 
air, you enhance your natural 
hair beauty. — $250 
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sample or check hair shade 


OO Jet Black, Off Black, ([) Dk. Brown, [) Brown 
ixed Gray $1.50 extra | 

CORONET BEAUTY PRODUCTS. INC. 
2 Beaver Street, Dept. TC-71 , Newark 2, New Jersey | 
(10 $1.00 deposit enclosed. Will pay balance C.0.D. plus 
small postal charges. | 


(0 Please rush the following C.0.D. Will pay postman 


plus small postal charges. ; | 
Send Style # Item Shade Price 
CORONET BEAUTY PRODUCTS, Name __. — 
Dept. TC-71 2 Beaver Street. Newark 2 Address . — ie we 
City... ...-. Zone........ State. ’ | 
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same way professional 
models do with Black and 
White Vanishing Cream. 
It’s greaseless (can’t 
cause blackheads), actu- 
ally checks skin oiliness. 
Make-up looks fresher, 
skin feels softer. 

®@ For face powder that 

clings like mist, 

lipstick that stays 


look for the name 
Black and White 





Yes, you can beautify 
your complexion the opty 


hs fe. 


Bey asked 


**Was I thrilled... and when our 
Department Manager said my 
smooth complexion passed the cam- 
era close-up, I thanked Black and 
White Vanishing Cream. Glad I 
listened to the professional model 
who advised me to use this won- 
derful cream as a make-up base.” 
Eleanor Pembleton 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 
Remove make-up with Black 
and White Cleansing Cream. 
Soften skin with Black and 
White Cold Cream. 35¢ each 
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It's easy to be SURE! 





dew Vanishing Cream Deodorant Proved 


1'Yo TIMES MORE EFFECTIVE in Keeping 
UNDERARMS DRY and ODORLESS 


Rub It In—Rub Perspiration Out 


USED DAILY, Arrid gives you a new kind of 
protection from perspiration and odor— 
rubbed-in protection. Arrid, the vanishing 
ream deodorant, now contains magic new 
PERSTOP. Just rub Arrid in—rub odor out. Rub 
Arrid in—rub perspiration out. Rub Arrid in 
laily for this exclusive 5-way protection: 
1. Prevents the appearance of under- 
arm perspiration, with the super-effective 
antiperspirant action of PERSTOP. 

2. Removes odor from perspiration in- 
stantly, surely, on contact. 


3. Gives 1% times more security! 
Doctors’ tests prove Arrid, when used daily, 
is 144 times more effective than any other 
leading deodorant tested. 

4. Safe for clothes. Safe for finest fabrics. 


5.A pred ig white, stainless vanishing 
for normal skin. 


Miore men and women 
use ARRID than any 
citar. (79) 43¢ 





Letters To 


SALLY BLAIR 

I have just finished reading the June issue 
of TAN. It is rated tops among all of the men 
who are stationed here in Alaska. I especially 
enjoyed your feature story “I Didn’t Want To 
Sell Sex,” by Sally Blair. It is a real down-to- 
earth story and is very heart-warming. 

I too am a singer, and, like Miss Blair, | 
have an ambition some day to be on top and 
perhaps sing all over the world. The story of 
her career has inspired me to go on seeking 
the top, and should do the same to anyone 
planning a career in the entertainment field. 

I have never heard Miss Blair sing, but if 
her voice is anywhere as good as her looks, she 
shouldn’t have too much trouble selling her 
songs in any style she may choose to sing 
them. I have just recently started reading 
TAN, but from this day forward I shall not 
miss reading each new issue. 

A/I1C Ernest B. McCollum 
APO, Seattle, Washington 


I can’t say that I’m a constant reader of 
TAN but I do read it whenever I can get one. 
Like everyone else, I enjoy all of the stories 
and features. In my estimation, it is the best 
of any magazine published. But never have | 
enjoyed any story as much as “I Didn’t Want 
To Sell Sex” by Sally Blair in the June issue. 
It was the most heart-warming and inspiring 
of any article I have ever read. 

The cover and photographs of her were just 
wonderful. Personally, I think everyone should 
read this amazing story . . . because there are 
some very interesting points made in it. 

A2C Willie Ivey, Jr. 
Edwards A.F.B., Calif. 


‘SON OF INTERMARRIAGE’ 

I am a constant reader of TAN and I en- 
joyed reading the story, “Son Of Intermar- 
riage,” in the June issue. 

What I want to know is—is Ralph teaching 
at Virginia State now? I can’t see how Jean 
could get over her love for Ralph if she really 
loved him before she knew he was a Negro. 
There are a lot of mixed marriages and if 
Jean loved Ralph, it shouldn’t have made any 
difference what he was. But I do think that 
Ralph should have told her before they were 


married. 
Ann M. Gladden 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 


| am a constant reader of TAN and enjoy 
all of the stories and features. I want to con- 
gratulate you on your June issue. I really en- 
joyed the story, “Son Of Intermarriage.” I 
think TAN is a wonderful magazine, so keep 


up the good work. 
Ruby Robinson 


Jacksonville, Fla. 


*‘“STRAYING HUSBAND’ 

I've just finished reading “Straying Hus- 
band” in the May issue of TAN. I’ve been 
reading TAN for two years. I’m in Korea now 
and my wife sends it to me every month. 
pass it on to another soldier to read. “Stray- 
ing Husband” was a very good story. It should 
open the eyes of married men. Keep up the 
good work. 

Sgt. Milton Graves, Jr. 
APO, San Francisco, Calif. 


ENGLISHMAN LIKES TAN 

May I as an humble Englishman say how 
greatly I appreciate and enjoy your magazine 
TAN? Quite frankly, until now, I never knew 
of its existence, but now I intend to buy every 
copy | can lay my hands on—that goes for any 
old numbers as well. 

Before joining the R.A.F., I held a civilian 
job in West Africa and having lived there for 
the past two and a half years, can say with 
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some foundation that I have grown very fond 
of colored people. I have no prejudices of any 


kind and on more than one occasion have been 


utterly ashamed of my own race. 


| am due for release in September and hope | 


subsequently to visit the United States. All 
good luck and an ever increasing circulation 


to TAN. 
Hugh Peploe 
Singapore, Malaya 


MRS. JOHNNY HARTMAN 

I’ve just finished reading your May issue 
and always enjoy TAN. I like the stories “She 
Gave Me Her Husband” and “Can Showgirls 
Settle Down?” by Mrs. Johnny Hartman. 

I am a constant reader of TAN and have 
been ever since it first started. Keep up the 
good work and make the stories longer. 

Mrs. Elizabeth Dawson 
Nashville, Tenn. 


WANT CLYDE McPHATTER 
Our club members are regular readers of 
TAN and think it is the very most. Each 
month we have been waiting, hoping ever since 
the “How He Proposed” feature began, that 
we would find an article about our “darling” 
there. As ardent admirers of Clyde McPhatter, 

we wish this favor from you if possible. 

The Drifterettes 
Buffalo, N. Y. 


WANTS 2 TANS A MONTH 

I am one of the many readers of TAN and, 
believe me when I say that I watch the mail 
man each time my magazine is supposed to 
arrive. 

Words can’t explain how wonderful this 
magazine is. I agree with Miss Long of Massa- 
chusetts, TAN should be out twice a month 
so we could be able to enjoy more of your 
wonderful true stories. 

Mrs. A. Tarpley 


Del Rio, Texas 
WHITES BUY TAN FIRST 


I just read the comment of a white reader 
of TAN on segregation. 
Publications in a white store here. One can 
scarcely buy one. The white people get them 
first. I can now see why people write of how 


lonely they are and of their many other frus- | 


trating problems. I used to read about them 
and think it looked foolish. Now as I get older, 
I can see why. 

S.M. 


Worthington, Ohio 


TAN IN LIBERIA: 


I am a constant reader of your magazine and 
enjoy every story. They are really wonderful, 
and I can assure you that I shall never miss a 
single issue. Everybody wants to read TAN in 
my country today. Keep up the good work. 

Erickson Earl Mayson 
Monrovia, Liberia 


KEEPS TAN HANDY 


I've been reading TAN for quite some time 
and enjoy it very much. Of course, as in all 
magazines, there are some stories I like better 
ae — But for my enjoyment, nothing 

ats a g book and I try always to kee 
TAN handy. . 4 

Mrs. G. Jones 
Greenville, Ky. 


I have been a reader of TAN for several 
months and think it is one of the best maga- 
zines | have ever read. I spend most of my 
Spare time reading it and think it is above all 
other magazines. 

W. R. McKenzie 
Belle Glade, Fla. 
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---Make your hair alluring with 
a lively, mew haircolor 


It’s so easy to give your hair the 


glamorous color that spells 
irresistible attraction and appeal. 
Ask at your cosmetic counter for 
Godefroy’s Larieuse Hair Coloring 
in the red box. Choose from 18 


flattering colors. 


Godefroys \atieuse 


GODEFROY MFG. CO. ¢ 3510 OLIVE ST. « ST. LOUIS 3, MO. 


It’s Thrilling to COLOR PHOTOS 


Fascinating hobby and 

vocation learned at home by average man 
or woman who is artistically inclined. Work 
full or spare time. Modern method brings oat 
natural, life-like colors. Many have earn 
while learning. FREE BOOKLET tells how to 
get startei doing this delightful home work 
for photographers, stores, individuals, and 
friends. Send today for your copy. No obligation. 

NATIOWA! PHOTO COLORING SCHOOL 
835 Diversey Pkwy., Dept. 3236, Chicago 

















bend 
‘ i) Send your songs or poems today. Music 
§ 0 written for your words without charge. 
7 Records, copies, copyright furnished. We 
mony new writers find theie 
first success. Let us try te help yeu. 


have helped 
ADVANCE 
ROYALTY 


PAIO YEARLY 


HOLLYWOOD TUNESMITHS 
1609 Vista Del Mar, Dept. FF-4, Hollywecd 28, Cal. 








WIDE SHOES 


Beautiful Shoes with Arch Comfort 
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st & 85 


ORDERS 
RUSHED 
Black Potent Leather; 
Bive or Red Calf 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. Postage 
pard on prepaid orders. 
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WIDE Fool E'S... 


DEPT.E —Ti S. Sth St., PHILA. 6, PA. 
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MAKE EXTRA MONEY SELLING EXCITING 


New DAY-GLO 


CHRISTMAS CARDS! 


PUAN 





Greetings Sell Amazingly Fast! 
Show most ides in years . . . super 
[eGseaw Vertaal to — 

America’s Biggest | 2 tor $1.00 boxes! Hi 
Line ef sellers — 612 items in 
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izations: ask for special 
STYLE LENE, Dept. C-37, 3145 Nicollet Ave. 








Send for FREE BOOK 
on DENTAL NURSING 


Describes fully WAYNE train- 
ing for DENTAL NURSING 
—X-Ray, Lab, Chairside as- 
sisting, glamour and personal- 
itydevelopment.It’sa Big-Pay 
field, and the Wayne Plan 
shortenscl. ttend: 


wat 





through preliminary home 
study. Send forfreebook today. 





2521 Sheffield Avenue 
Lab. T-27, Chicago 14, Il!. 
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When he whispers, How Lovely!” 


YOU'LL THINK, “HOW EASY, HOW FAST?” 


Are you almost lovely? Do you get near 
compliments? Do men say, “‘She would be 
beautiful if her complexion were better.” 
Then, for goodness’ sake, make it better! 


Get NADINOLA now at your drug store 
or toilet counter. See for yourself what 
millions have already proven about its 
wonderful bleaching and clearing action. 
See how it gives your skin that creamier, 
brighter, clearer appearance that makes 
men look at you with new interest—and 
causes women to exclaim, ‘“‘How lucky 


FOR OILY SKIN 
New Nadinola De Luxe 
is non-oily, 
greaseless. Lightens 
skin and lessens 

shine. 75c and $1.25 










she is to have such lovely, light skin!” 

NADINOLA works so fast, results are 
guaranteed from just one jar! Use it to 
lighten your complexion, to loosen black- 
heads, to make your skin feel softer 
and smoother, look clearer and lovelier. 

There are 2 kinds of NADINOLA—one 
for oily skin, one for dry skin. Both give 
you the same remarkable bleaching and 
clearing action. Both guaranteed to satis- 
fy you completely or money back. Get 
NADINOLA today! NADINOLA, Paris, Tenn. 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


JUST ONE JAR will make your 
complexion brighter and lovelier! 








World’s Largest Seller at #0¢ 
Save More on 25¢ Size 















by physi 

53th yr. One _eraduate has charge of 

10-bed hos Another saved $400 
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uipment incl 
Men, — 18 dt High school not 
required _ boyy paymen a Write today. 
AGO schoow OF by G 
Dept. 78. '% East Jackson Bivd., Chieage 4, Ill. 
Please send free booklet and 16 — lesson pages. 
Name 
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Just snap- 
shot = ney tnd receive ir enlargement 
portrait CF x, Fay pes postman 67c = 








MAIL-ART STUDIOS Box 1726 Dept. T Modesto, Calif. 


ANY PHOTO ENLARGED 


Size 8 x 10 Inches 
a =f | 
Same price for full length or bust 






pc te., 
bart of « or enlargements of any 


returned with your enlargement. 


Send NoMoney 3 tor 345° 


age. fake r fama doe with order and \oiter, Cond your phetes teday. 
Professional Art 


Art Studies, 5345S. Main, Dept. 54-1, Princeton, lilinels 
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A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: I am in 

love with my cousin but I am afraid 
to let anyone know about it. We have 
been going together for three years but 
people generally thought we were just 
good friends. Now that we both realize 
we are in love with each other we are 
frightened out of our wits. What can 
we do? Would it be all right for us to 
marry or would our offspring be little 


idiots? D.B.E. 


Dear D.B.E.: 

I think you have little to fear when 
it comes to producing idiots unless there 
is a definite strain of insanity running 
through one of your families. About 
your marriage to your cousin, that will 
depend upon the laws in your state. 
Some states allow cousins to marry, 
others prohibit marriage. Check the laws 
in your state to see first whether you 
can marry him legally, then recheck 
with yourself to see whether what you 
think is love is really that or just an 
honest and strong friendship. Don’t 
make a mistake that you will regret all 
your life. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am living in the South and would 
like very much to move up North to find 
a job. My husband is unwilling to come 
with me because he likes his job here 
in Georgia. He doesn’t make enough, 
money to support me and our three 
children properly so consequently, we 
live very frugally from payday to pay- 
day. 

I am a typist (Continued on Page 66) 
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BY MRS. SCAT MAN CROTHERS 


SUPPOSE I WAS destined to become 

the wife of vocal-comic star Scat Man 
Crothers from the very first day we met 
in Canton, Ohio some 17 years ago. 

At the time, Scat was the rage of the 
little town, singing nightly in a local 
night club (the name escapes me now) 
with a five-piece combo of his. I’d heard 
a lot about the man who sang like Louis 
Armstrong, so much, in fact, that one 
night I decided to visit the club. I got 
a girl friend of mine to go along with 
me. : 

Neither of us had ever been to the 
club before and we both were uncertain 
about how things would go there. You 
see, the club was predominantly Negro 
and both of us were white. 

When we arrived at the club, < small 
but cozy place, we found nothing to 
scare us off but rather everything to 
our liking. People of all races were mix- 
ing, dancing and generally having a 
wonderful time. That put us at ease 
and we relaxed for an evening of fun. 
The first show was going on just as we 
slipped into our seats at ringside. 

A fast-moving floor show kicked off 


things, then followed Scat and his band. 
He literally broke up the show. In his 
act, he exhibited incredible skill as a 
rhythm song man and showed that he 
can riff on a tune with the best. I later 
learned that through his singing he had 
pot the nickname, “Scat Man.” Seems 
that fans in his hometown of Terre 
Haute, Indiana, tagged the appellation 
on him around 22 years ago when he 
first started in show business. 

I became fascinated with Scat while 
watching him perform. All through the 
show, I kept my eyes trained on his 
every move. He excited me, though I’d 
only seen him for a short while. 

When the first show was finished, 
Scat’s band started playing for dancing 
and | accepted an invitation to dance 
from some clean-cut fellow sitting at a 
table near mine. I think I danced a 
couple of times. While I was stepping 
about the floor on one number, as | re- 
call, I caught Scat looking at me several 
times with his familiar wide smile spread 
all over his face. 

I pretended for a while that I didn’t 


see him but (Continued on Page 56) 

















Only 4 Short Days... 
and you're on the road 
to a well-paid and in- 
teresting Secretarial 


This Can Mean The 
Beginning of a New 
Life for You! 


Ever watch the slick chicks coming out 
of the offices at 5 o'clock? . . . the sec- 
retaries to the bosses and executives of 
the company . . . the well-dressed, smart- 
ly groomed girls who just ooze with con- 
fidence. They find a secretarial career 
fascinating—gives them a chance to meet 
the right kind of men .. . and with all 
these advantages, they are well paid. 


Within the Reach of Every Giri 

Becoming a secretary is not difficult 
any more. Any girl, with a grade school 
education, who can adapt herself, can 
learn to be a secretary - and with the 
help of Abreviatrix, "the simplified short- 
hand method, you're on the road to a 
fascinating career IN ONLY 4 SHORT 
DAYS! Think of it . . . in 4 days you're 
ready to become a slick chick secretary 
yourself. 


Write Shorthand This Quick Easy Way 

Up to now, learning shorthand has meant 
months, and sometimes years of drudgery, 
hard work, study, practice, and at a cost 
of hundreds of dollars. But this amazingly 
simple shorthand method, using the regu- 
4 ophabet, is explained in |! — EASY- 

'O-UNDERSTAND LESSONS ... . all con- 
tateed “ one book. 

Thirty thousand people have now 
learned Abreviatrix. Thirty thousand peo- 
ple have changed their lives . . . made it 
more interesting and profitable. Teachers 
all over the country have acclaimed Abre- 
viatrix . . . some have discarded the old 
methods and substituted this new modern 
method instead. One teacher wrote and 
said ‘“‘A marvelous system .. . to read 
it is to learn it.”’ 


Do Yourself a Faver Today! 
Stop being dissatisfied with your life 
. the drudgery of house work, of hum- 
drum factory work . or the monotony 
of being just a clerk. Learn this skill in 
only 4 days ... and get started in this 
interesting career within weeks. 


You Can Get Started for Only $2.00 


Imagine, at a cost of a good pair of 
nylon stockings you can learn to become 
a secretary. There is nothing else to buy 

- . $2.00 is the full amount. Don't delay 

- act TODAY! Just slip two $1 bills 
into an envelope wi your name and ad- 
dress, or send check or money order. We'll 
return your money if you’re not completely 
satisfied. Send order now to: 


FINELINE COMPANY 


303/163 Fifth Avenue, New York 16, N. Y. 
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hy Some Women, 


“J never felt this way before: 
I’m afraid.”’ 


**TS THAT YOU, Muriel?” 

Betty’s voice in the darkness startled 
me. I had supposed she would be asleep, 
but when she switched on the light and 
sat up in bed it was obvious that my 
roommate had been waiting for me to 
come home. 

“Hi, Betty,” I said, with a lightheart- 
edness I certainly did not feel. 

“Well, let’s have it,” she said eagerly. 

I pretended not to know what she was 
talking about. 

“Come on, quit stalling!” she insisted. 
“T want to hear all about your date with 
Emory.” 

I gave a short, bitter laugh. “All the 
gory details, huh?” 

Turning away abruptly, I busied my- 
self with preparing for bed. I felt badly 
enough as it was, without relating the 
events of the evening just to satisfy 
Betty’s curiosity. 

“What he said, what he did—the 
works!” she chortled in gleeful anticipa- 
tion. 

I knew there was no use stalling. We 
had shared too many intimate secrets 
for me to suddenly try to hold back 
something she wanted to know so badly. 
Betty had kept me up to date on the 
progress of her romance with her boy 
friends and she expected me to deo the 
same. 

“‘We—we had dinner at the Colony 
Club,” I began. “Then we went to a show 


and—” 
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After that experience in Emory’s apartment, Muriel felt that 


she might have disqualified herself for marriage, then found 


that virginity is more than physical. 


“Skip all that,” she said impatiently. 
“Get down to the interesting part.” 

Betty drew her knees up under her 
chin and propped a pillow behind her 
back. I fumbled for a cigarette and care- 
fully chose my words. 

“That’s right, we have no secrets 
around here, do we? Well—” I took a 
deep breath and added in a tight voice, 
“We went up to Emory’s apartment for 
a few drinks.” 

“And—?” 

At that moment I almost hated her 
for the way she was needling me; | 
knew what she was waiting to hear and 
I had promised myself never to reveal 
to a soul what had happened up in 
Emory’s apartment just a few hours be- 
fore. But at the same time I felt that my 
secret was too big to hold inside. | felt 
I just had to tell somebody, no matter 
what the cost to my pride. 

“He—he made love to me.” 

“Did you—?” 

My throat was too choked up to speak. 
I nodded miserably. Suddenly the full 
meaning of what had happened swept 
over me in a wave of remorse and 
shame. I flung myself on the bed and 
buried my face in my hands. 

“Oh, Betty!” I sobbed, the bitter tears 
running between my fingers, “I didn’t 
mean to. Honest, I didn’t!” 

I felt her hand pat my shoulder. 
“Muriel, honey, what are you crying 
for?” she asked in soothing tones. “You 


act as though you’d committed some 
crime!” 

“I can’t help it—I feel so ashamed!” 

“Oh, don’t be so old-fashioned,” she 
said with a touch of impatience. “So 
you're not a virgin anymore—so what? 
I was beginning to think you were try- 
ing to set some kind of record!” 

I raised my tear-streaked face and 
looked at her in puzzlement. “You talk 
as if being a virgin was something 
awful.” 

“I got news for you! It went out with 
the bustle and hoop skirts, honey. You’re 
in New York, not down home in Vir- 
ginia and this is 1953, not 1890!” she 
scolded. 

“Make fun of me if you want to, but 
maybe I ought to be back home,” I 
wailed. “At least a girl doesn’t have to 
lose her self respect in order to be pop- 
ular.” 

“Do you mean that everybody in 
Richmond is a virgin?” she demanded. 

“I mean—oh, I don’t know what | 
mean! All I know is I feel so miserable 
I could just die!” 

Betty dismissed me with a shrug of 
her shoulders and went back to bed. 
“Suit yourself,” she said, pulling the 
sheet up over her head. “Personally, I 
think you’re making a lot of fuss about 
nothing.” 

Nothing? I bit back a bitter retort. 
Why should I get angry with her? I 


asked myself. (Continued on Page 53) 





Something that is) 
really different 
This recipe defies all “laws” of mixing. Ingredi- 
ents are sifted right into baking pan, others 
added, then liquid poured on top, and mixture 
baked. Most delicious chocolate pudding with 
a fudge-like sauce on the bottom—a real old 
fashioned, old favorite, and a particular favorite 
of the men folks. You will take full credit for this 
pudding because it cannot be made with a “mix.” 















BAKED FUDGE PUDDING 
Yield: About 6 servings 


1 cup sifted all-purpose flour Y% cup milk 
% cup beet or cane sugar 2 tablespoons melted 
2 tablespoons cocoa butter or margarine 
2 teaspoons Clabber Girl 1 teaspoon vanilla 

baking powder 1 cup firmly packed 
\% teaspoon salt brown sugar 
%4 cup chopped nut meats \4 cup cocoa 

(walnut or pecan) 1% cups hot water 


Grease 9-inch square baking pan thoroughly. Sift to- 
gether into this pan the flour, beet or cane sugar, 2 
tablespoons cocoa, baking powder, and salt. Add nut 
meats and toss together lightly Blend together milk, 
melted butter or margarine, and vanilla. Add to flour 
mixture in baking pan and blend thoroughly into batter. 
Mix together brown sugar 
and 4 cup cocoa. Spread on 
surface of batter. Pour hot 
water all over surface. Bake 
45 minutes at 350° F. (mod- 
erate oven). Cut in squares 
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Dreams, come true 


with Lighter skin 


Stop dreaming of romance, popu- 
larity and good times! Makes those 
dreams come true with lighter, 
brighter, softer, smoother-looking 
skin. Use famous Black and White 
Bleaching Cream as directed and 
watch your dull, dark complexion 
take on a new lighter, brighter 
beauty. Its bleaching action works 
effectively inside your skin. Mod- 
ern science knows no faster method 
of lightening skin. 

Get Black 

and White 

Bleaching 


at all drug 
counters. 


BLACK == and WHITE 


BLEACHING CREAM 





helping your friends and 
neighbors select their 


CHRISTMAS CARDS Fe 


SENDER'S NAME 


printed on 
every one 


Simply SHO W these wonderful new, 1 
sive designs to friends and ,and 
let these cards sell themselves! witt 
thas for your help—yet money pours 
in! Sell for as little as $1.25 for 40 cards— 
each sender’: 


28 DIFFERENT CARDS |... 
FREE—TO START 


No oupestonce nee moueneere. we send — 

everything you need sobers making mone: 

ri Piee away — incladin nee spe re cards 
E to show your f 


ren FREE is a Exclusive Double-Profit 
and Box Assortments (on approval) which 
you can sell = away for cash. 


COUPON erincs THEM FREE 


l GENERAL CARD CO., 164-K 
| 1300 W. Jackson Bivd., 7, 

Send me, FREE, the 28 Christmas Cards and Special 
| Double - Profit Plan’ Also include Box Assortments (on 
j approval) that I can sell right away for cash! 





| Name 








| Address, 
l City 
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TEEN 
TALK 


By Jane Walters 


ODNEY HAD LANDED his first 
full-time job. As he sat in the front 
office of the firm, he fairly shook with 
excitement. He had looked forward to 
this moment ever since he finished jun- 
ior high school and all the time he had 
struggled through Park High. What a 
drag, he thought. All he had wanted to 
do all along was just earn his own 
money. 

“Part-time work after school and sum- 
mer jobs were all right, but this is really 
going to be it,” he mumbled aloud. 
“Boy, now I can go out any old night 
in the week I please. This is gonna be 
the life.” 

A typist who was working at a desk 
nearby, looked up and with a wise 
smirk, quipped: “Don’t be such an 
eager beaver. Once you start, you are 
going to be working an awfully long 
time. Why don’t a guy like you go to 
college, anyway?” 

“Aw, nuts. You're just like my Dad 
and Mom. I don’t need to. Studied all 
the stuff I need to know in school al- 
ready. College won’t help me,” he re- 
torted. “Say, how long’ before I get 
started?” 

Well, Rodney’s big day had finally 
arrived. Now, how about you other 
teen-age gals and guys who are ready 
to take your place in the “work sun”? 
In contrast to Rodney, do you have the 
“graduation blues” because you have to 
assume some responsibility and the se- 
curity of home and school have altered a 
little? Don’t be dismayed. Anxiety of 
this sort is natural and is soon over- 
come. 

If you are a smart kid, you have de- 
cided upon a career or the job you 
want. And more important, you have 
prepared or are preparing for it. 

One of the bright spots in the job 
picture today are the reports of the Na- 
tional Urban League and the National 
Association of Manufacturers that new 


job opportunities are continually open- 
ing up for Negroes. Everyone knows it 
has been tough for a long time for Negro 
boys and girls to get the kind of jobs 
they wanted. They say this isn’t so any 
more and that your color will not keep 
you from getting the good job you want. 

Eighteen-year-old Joan who had taken 
a typing course and knew shorthand, ap- 
plied for a clerical job in ‘a department 
store in a midwestern town. Before she 
knew what was happening, she was told 
to come to work the next day. She was 
really astonished because noth 1g had 
been said about her color, and when she 
reported to work, she found there were 
10 colored employees among the 200; 
each in a different department, hired on 
qualifications alone. 

A teen-age New Yorker just out of 
high school, went job hunting in a near- 
by state with several of her white class- 
mates and landed a white collar job in 
the same firm they did without any to-do 
over her dark skin. Cases such as these 
are becoming more and more common, 
particularly in the technical, profession- 
al, skilled and governmental fields. 

This is a far cry from the days when 
Dad and Mom sought work and the only 
things open to them were domestic jobs, 
teaching posts (mostly in the South), 
laboring jobs and a very limited number 
of professional jobs. 

Since that is the case, it is up to you 
youngsters to qualify for these jobs. 
Because choosing a career is one of the 
most important decisions anyone is 
called upon to make, it is better for you 
to select your own career rather than 
have your parents decide on one for 
you. 

Remember, working is a lifetime af- 
fair, so select a job that you like doing 
more than anything else. But don’t get 
the idea you won’t need some help in 
making the selection. Educators cali this 
sort of help (Continued on Page 53) 








en- 
rs it 
gro 


F the 
you 
for 


» af- 
oing 
t get 
p in 


53) 


ante 


Pearl Bailey 


By Margo Hughes 


8 aereponge LOUIS Bellson keeps in regular touch 

with his famous wife, singer Pearl Bailey, wherever 
they happen to be. If they are in the same city, he calls 
her once every hour. Pearl, who was on a high protein 
diet a year ago, has thrown all cautions to the winds and 
has gained back the weight she lost, plus an additional 
15 pounds. Recently, she consumed a huge hamburger 
platter at a swank eatery, then announced that she was 
going home to grill a two-pound porterhouse steak which 
was stashed away in her electric ice box. “Are you really 
going to eat it?” someone asked. “Who else?” replied 
Pearl, licking her lips. 


00°90 


The swank Fifth Avenue salon of Juanita Hall was 
taken over by the literati recently when the Harlem 
Writers’ Guild feted author John Killens. Fourth 
estaters, cafe society and show business stars chatted 
over champagne, with Miss Hall dashing in and out 
between shows at the famous Palace Theatre where 
she was doing five-a-day ... Roy Eldridge almost 
came to blows with an ofay photographer at Basin 
Street when the latter made a remark about Martha 
Raye which Roy resented. Roy and Martha are friends 
of long standing . . . A famous Broadway night club 
which features jazz performers, will shortly announce 
a scholarship fund which will be used to send worthy 
young students to college. 


0°00 


Not much is heard these days from Dots Johnson, who 
is remembered for his fine acting in the motion picture 
Paisan and The Joe Louis Story, but we understand that 
he’s by no means idle. A recent engagement at New 
York’s Cafe Society launched a brand new career—balla- 
deer—with the Johnson lad in fine voice . . . More re- 
cently, he’s booked for a series of one-nighters around 
the New York resort circuit, crooning with Buddy 
Mitchell’s society band. And the Johnson talents go even 
farther because he’s now working on an original script 
which he hopes will be made into a movie . 
theme, it’s just about people. 


- ho race 


° 00 

Singer Ella Fitzgerald has been hinting at another mar- 
riage but nobody has been able to get her to reveal the 
identity of the prospective husband . . . One-time show- 
girl and torch singer Annestean Haines, the brown Cleve- 
land girl who was seriously injured in an automobile 
accident while riding with the late New York showman, 
Jack Osterman, is behind the bar at the Corner Tavern 
in Cleveland . . . Another good-looking chick, Coleen 
Asbury, is her partner . . . (Continued on Page 62) 


+365 “Paris Passion” 


French-inspired . . . and 


tiny-priced taffeta* 
creation! Daring neck- 
line. Stunning draped 


#376 “Taffeta* Teaser” 
How does it stay up? 
Boning is the secret! 
Beautiful draped bust 


skirt flatters hips; 
red rose accents bust! 
Black, Teal Blue, or 
Wine. Sizes 10 to 18. 


and sliver-slim skirt. 
(Slit in back) New!! 
Paris-Pink, Black or 
Royal Blue. Low price! 
Sizes 10 to 18. 
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Gor kelief from Itching, Stinging of 
SIMPLE RINGWORM 


“I suffered with itching misery on my 
hand. It was due to simple ringworm. 
I used Black and White Ointment and 
in just a short while the itching misery 
was relieved. I will always be thankful 
for Black and White Ointment. 
Leonard Turner, Norfolk, Va. 


GET FAST RELIEF TODAY 


For itchy, stinging misery of acne, black- 
heads, eczema, tetter, use Black and White 
Ointment. Gives such welcome relief to dis- 
comfort. 25¢, 60¢, 85¢ sizes. To cleanse skin, 
use Black and White Skin Soap daily. 





C= BASIE, currently fronting a 
swinging big band, is chiefly re- 
sponsible for what amounts to a vigorous 
2 aA . ee eg revival of swing on recordings today. 
: a icity Scoring strongly in record marts and 
on juke boxes with his most recent wax- 

BLAC BAND AND WH ITE OINTM ENT ings, the piano-playing maestro has in 
ial spired other band leaders to return to 

the swinging style of music which was 


DIAMOND RI RINGS the nation’s rage during the late thirties. 





Pd 


50s EASY SALES 5 o" Sf ty EY 
BRING you wa oe Oy «8 ae It would appear now that swing may 


once again capture great public favor 

like it did before bop took over. 
Basie’s role in the revival is unmis- 
takable. When he began to organize his 
OFPOR TUNITIES i AHEAD! present band some two years ago, swing 
was a sort of forgotten item in jazz, hav- 
ing been lost then in the shuffle of a bop 
craze. But Basie had an idea at the time 
that the public was growing a bit weary 
‘s of the progressive stuff and would wel- 
Pd wll come a return to music on the swinging 

Prepare NOW for 0:K.! Rush ante a -— _— . 

and Geeniideiines He went ahead organizing his band to 
play swing. Today his idea has turned 

VETERANS GET . . , 
SPECIAL PREFERENCE out quite favorable for him. Swing has 
Railway Postal Clerks FRANKLIN regained an audience among jazz fans, 
City Mail Carriers / INSTITUTE thanks to him, and his band is now con- 
on 0 a / sidered to be one of the hottest attrac- 

Custom Inspectors / Dept. S-51 | tions in the musical trade. 

———" 2 etert &®, | The Basie outfit records for Clef, the 
Norman Granz-owned diskery. Record- 
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couplings of sizzlers like Fawncy Meet- 


NATIONAL BAKING SCHOOL 
jiversey 


Coupon 
Send free booklet “Opportunities in the Baring inawtry” | ing You and Why, New Basie Blues and 


teoday— and full 
SURE Sure Thing. 
Clef has to (Continued on Page 68) 
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Childless for three years, Dolly secretly blamed Tom and he secretly blamed 
her for the situation and then a kindly family doctor helped to solve their 


problem. 
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be BEEN MARRIED to Tom Manning for two 

years and was absolutely faithful to him—until 
four months ago. Since then, I’ve cheated on him 
twice! Nor was I misled or tricked into wrong- 
doing. I did it because I wanted to. 

What use is it to say how sorry I am—now? If I 
hadn’t been so stupid I’d have known that nobody 
can play God and get away with it. Because, in a 
way, that’s what I tried to do. And while I did get 
away with it in so far as being discovered is con- 
cerned, I failed to take into account one thing: My 
own conscience. For what is conscience but the in- 
ner voice of the Almighty? 

So I have only myself to blame for what I’m 
going through, which is torture of the mind, heart, 
and yes, my very soul! And it grows worse all the 
time until now I can barely face my husband any 
more, cannot meet his steady brown eyes nor the 
mute questions in them. Nor can I bear to have him 
kiss me, caress me, make love to me, because it 
floods me with guilt, makes me feel unclean, soiled, 
brings back shameful memories of that other man! 

Worse, it makes me want to blurt out what I’ve 
done, to break down and confess to him the one 
kind of misdeed which I don’t believe any husband 
can really forgive, much less forget. I’m terribly 
afraid that soon, despite myself, I’ll make that con- 
fession. | don’t want that to happen. It would mean 
the end of our marriage—the end of life itself. 

Yet, if 1 don’t tell him, the result will probably 


be the same. Because if I continue to act as I have 
lately, Tom will surely feel that I no longer love 
him; and the wall between us will grow so high 
neither of us can surmount it. 

I’m positive Tom has no idea of the real reason I 
avoid his glance, shrink from his touch. Because 
previously my response to him has been instant— 
and eager. Yet, he hasn’t mentioned this, hasn’t 
asked a single question except with the wondering 
hurt in his eyes. But how long will it be until he does 
question me? And what answer will I give him? 

Will any answer, especially the truth, preserve our 
marriage? That is what torments me. Because 
despite what I’ve done, I love Tom—love him more 
than anything in life. 

I know that sounds strange. Women who love 
their husbands don’t play around with other men. 
Why did I? That’s what I’m trying to do as I 
write this story—to explain why. 

When I first met Tom I was a green kid, fresh 
out of a small town. And like millions of my type, 
I'd come to the city to start a new, wonderful life. 
And also like most of them, I wasn’t very well 
prepared, for all I had in the way of training was 
a sketchy commercial course in high school, back 
home. I couldn’t even type well, and shorthand 
was as deep a mystery as Chinese. 

Nor did I have much money—only the few dol- 
lars my mother had been able to scrape together. 
She knew how badly I wanted to get away from 
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Dolly doesn’t know to this day what made her act so shamefully with a total stranger, 


but since her intent was good, she hopes that her sin will be forgiven. 


yme, for my father drank heavily and 
and Mama were constantly quarrel- 
ig. Too, the only kind of work I could 
ive gotten would have been as a domes- 
like Mama; and she was dead set 
gainst that. 
| want you to do better than I’ve 
lone, Dolly,” she told me the day after 
graduation from high school. “I 
idn’t have any education, but I’ve seen 
it that you have. And I want you to 
e it, and you can’t use it here.” 
You mean I can go to a city?” I 
sked breathlessly. 
Mama nodded. “The last thing I want 
; for you to stay here. I’ve kept a few 
llars hid away from your father. Not 
much as I wish you could have, but 
ough maybe to get you started.” 


“Oh, I'll get started!” I exclaimed 
eagerly, confidently. “All I need is the 
chance!” I took a happy breath and 
added, “I'll do fine in the city, Mama. 
Fine!” 

But—I didn’t. My money just about 
ran out before I landed any kind of job. 
And green as I was, | didn’t want the 
one I got—as receptionist for an elderly 
dentist who tried to paw over me before 
he even hired me. In fact, I started to 
walk out of his office. But he pretended 
to apologize and raised his salary offer 
from twenty-five to thirty-five dollars a 
week. I thought if I could only hold the 
job a couple of weeks I’d have enough 
to tide me over until I got another job 
—even scrubbing floors. 

It was within two days before those 


ri Pm sorry, 
“— didn’t know that 
wanted children. I’m se 


two weeks were up that I met Tom. Dur. 
ing that time I’d had to scuffle with the 
old billygoat I was working for each 
and every day. I even slapped his face 
once, and he laughed and said he liked 
his women to be spunky! 

On this day the old devil buzzed for 
me in mid-afternoon. I went into his | 
private office dreading having to fight 
him off again. But he was examining 
some cards from his file and seemed to 
be really working on them. I went to his 
desk and he handed me a card and when 
I looked at it and was about to ask him 
what he wanted me to do about it, he 
grabbed me and pulled me down into ™ 
his lap. : 

I was taken by surprise, but I strug.” 
gled to break (Continued on Page 49) 
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It’s all right to have two husbands as long as you don’t have them at the same time, 









Cynthia knew, so why was she marrying George with Earle still in Korea? 


MPORTANT LETTER for you, Mom- I smiled and took the envelope. | had 
my.” Earle told me. My husband al- a large bath towel in my hand which 


ways calls me “Mommy” when he feels — 'd just taken from the linen closet. | 
mischievous. I saw him glancing casual- let it drape unopened and used it to take 
ly at the hand writing and return address a make-believe swing at Earle’s head. He 
on the envelope as he handed it to me. ducked, came up close to me and, before 


“It’s from your lover.” he announced. | could gasp, had me in his arms. 





















“I’m kissing you your before-I-go-to- 
work kiss,” he announced. 

“Thank you, sir,” I replied with mock 
gratitude. 

I couldn’t say anything else because 
Earle’s lips were on mine, not at all in 
the casual before-he-went-to-work man- 
ner at all, but more in the before-we- 
turn-out-the-bed lamps technique. I flung 
my arm about his neck, bath towel and 
letter falling to the floor, and did my 
share. 

Earle unlocked my arms, disentangled 


stances placed me in the most peculiar 
position—that of a happily married 
woman who suddenly found herself in a 
new and different world, confronted with 
and responding to a new and different 
love and then faced with the problem of 
choosing between the old and the new. 

It all began—the complication in my 
life, that is—when Earle was in the serv- 
ice. Earle’s draft call came as a com- 
plete surprise to us both. He’d been in 
France, England and the Philippines 
during the second World War and, as 


but make the best of a bad situation. | 
realized that by showing my disappoint. 
ment, I was being selfish, not consider. 
ing Earle’s feelings and the days of dep. 
rivation and loneliness ahead for him, 

I had few friends in town and being 
a stay-at-home housewife wasn’t going 
to be much fun with Earle gone. One of 
the ways I could make things easier for 
myself was to find some sort of employ- 
ment. That way, I’d be able to keep busy 
and keep out of mischief and also to sur. 
prise Earle by saving every penny he 


Her memory gone because of a brutal beating, Cynthia 


was about to marry George when the casual mention of 


a card game warned her that she shouldn't do it. 


himself from the kiss which had started 
out as a kiss and threatened to become 
a production. He looked at me fearfully. 

“Look, gal, you want me to go to 
work?” 

“No, Daddy,” I answered a la Mae 
West. “I want you to stay home and 
love me all day long.” 

Earle nodded gaily. 

“Oh, sure, mommy. We can live on 
love. But the landlord and the furniture 
man and. e- ha 

“Bye, honey,” I said, pushing him 
toward the front door. 

“Bye,” Earle told me and he was gone, 
walking double-time to make his bus. 
! watched him fondly, his springy stride, 
his perfect back, the proud set of those 
shoulders. 

Back in the kitchen, I stooped to pick 
up the letter from “my lover,” as Earle 
had put it—and the bath towel. 

Strange part of it was the letter was 
from “my lover.” If anyone ever had 
the right to call nimself my lover, it was 
George Randall, sweet George Randall, 
the man who came into my life and 
complicated it no end—AFTER I mar- 
ried Earle. 

That sounds like a confession of in- 
fidelity, doesn’t it? Well, judge for 
yourself whether it is or not. At any 
rate, the most peculiar set of circum- 


” 
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far as he was concerned, his Army days 
were well behind him. But when you 
are an efficient young dentist and, on 
your way out of service, you volunteered 
for the reserve corps, anything can hap- 
pen. The Army re-called him when 
trouble erupted in Korea. 

Patriotism notwithstanding, 
pretty sore at Uncle Sam. As far as I 
could see, Earle had more than done his 
share during the other war and it seemed 
so unfair that just as we were making 
so much progress in our small Vermont 
community, he should be re-summoned. 

Earle himself was resigned about it. 

“When you gotta go, you gotta go, 
baby,” he reminded me. “Anyway, no 
one really thinks this one will be as se- 
rious or last as long as the last war. Then 
too, think of the juicy commission I’m 
being given. This will give us a chance 
to really save some money. Then maybe 
we can carry out our plan.” 

Our plan, for a few years now, had 
been to leave Vermont. The tiny com- 
munity in which we lived had little to 
offer Earle in his practice. We'd just 
sort of grown roots there, Earle’s family 
and mine having been among the few 
Negroes in the town ever since our par- 
ents had settled down there when they 
first married. 

As Earle said, there was nothing to do 


I was 


sent me out of his pay and allotments. 

Mother Mitchell—that’s Earle’s moth- 
er—gave a party for him two nights be- 
fore he was to leave. It was a very joy- 
ful affair and was attended by many of 
the friendly whites in the community 
who admired young Dr. Mitchell intense- 
ly. Keeping up a cheerful front -that 
night was even harder than ever. The 
music, the dancing and the well-spiked 
punch, instead of making me light- 
headed and happy, seemed to cause my 
depressed spirits to sink even lower. 

I was glad when it was all over and 
Earle and I were home again in our little 
house—alone for the last few hours be- 
fore he left me. 

Earle had always kidded me because 
of my somewhat cold, undemonstrative 
nature which took a great deal of coax- 
ing to produce arousing. I suppose | 
surprised him by the passionate vehe- 
mence of my love-making the night be- 
fore his departure. Through my brain 
pounded twin thoughts: Suppose he 
never comes back! Suppose he finds 
someone else. 

I determined that I would love my 
man as I’d never loved him before. Then, 
if anything did happen to him, I’d have 
grateful memories and if I could give 
him something wild and frenzied to re- 
member, maybe it would be insurance 





against another woman getting her grip 
on him. 

Cradling him in my arms, I became 
the aggressor at love instead of the pas- 
sive woman being thrilled by her lover. 
| covered his face, his neck, his chest 
with lingering kisses, tenderly bit his 
ear, held his face in my hands, gave him 


myself with a recklessness and abandon 
which resulted in leaving the both of us 
shaken and weak. 

His arms around me, Earle whispered: 

“Holy cow, Cynthia, you’re a regular 
little vixen. Whence all the heat? Try- 
ing to get me to go AWOL before I 
reach induction center?” 


**No matter how many glam- 

orous women you meet, the 

best loving you can find will 
be waiting here for you.”’ 


“No,” I answered heartbrokenly, 
“Only trying to prove to you that no 
matter how many glamorous women you 
meet, the best loving you can find will 
be waiting for you.” 

“Baby, I know that already,” Earle as- 
sured me, then added, “but now I know 
it even more.” (Continued on Page 78) 








King Cole 


First wife of musician-singer, 
divorced after ten years of 
marriage, has found a new 
life for herself, still carries 
in her heart the secret of their 
break-up. 
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uline sits at piano in music room which 
had planned for Nat in their California 
home. He never saw it. 
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WAS EASTER SUNP AY in Harlem 
that March day back in 1948 when 
; bridegroom Nathaniel Coles, the piano- 
; @ g son of a Chicago minister, 
; : | strode solemnly down the aisle of Abys- 
® sinian Baptist Church to await the 
measured footfall of his bride—Maria 
Hawkins Ellington, the band vocalist 
daughter of a retired Boston mail car- 
fier. Nathaniel nervously fingered the 
_ edges of his cut-away coat, and as he 
- stood there before the flower-banked pul- 
| pit of the world’s largest Negro Baptist 
church, a hushed hub-bub of excited 
‘conversation droned on unquieted be- 
Then, as the organ music swelled, and 
is bride took her place beside him, a 
m ce quickly settled and the rich, res- 
‘onant voice of Congressman A. Clayton 
/ Powell Jr. began reciting the solemn 
_Yows that would make Nathaniel and 
Maria man and wife. 
But at that precise instant, nearly 3,- 
000 miles away in Los Angeles a quiet, 
i friendly-faced woman who still bore the 
name of Mrs. Nadine Cole sat alone in a 
little white stucco bungalow remember- 
™ perhaps, the 10 years before when 
she had become “Mrs. Nat Coles.” In 
heart she probably wished Nat well 
Pwith his new bride, but deep down she 
y knew—as did her friends—that her love 
had become a forgotten love—as much 
forgotten as the still-unfinished music 
room she had planned for Nat in the 
neat little bungalow. 

For Harlem, however, it was a big 
day. There had not been a wedding like 
it since 25 years before when Mae Robin- 
son, heiress granddaughter of the mil- 
lionaire “beauty culture queen,” Mme. 
C. J. Walker became the bride of Dr. 
Gordon Jackson in a $50,000 extrava- 
ganza. And, as all Harlem well knew, 
this could not be less elaborately staged 
for Nathaniel had become famously 
known as Nat (King) Cole, leader of a 
musical trio that had lifted itself from 

































FORGOTTEN LOVE 


obscurity to dizzying heights of success. 

Indeed he was a king in the trade, and 
for the “king” to take himself a new 
“queen” was certainly an occasion that 
called for elegance and splendor just 
short of a coronation itself. 

To many of the 3,000 who squeezed 
into Abyssinian Baptist Church to wit- 
ness the late afternoon ceremonies, it 
was merely a wedding of a newly-arrived 
celebrity who had met, wooed and won 
the girl of his choice. But to a small few, 
who remembered his struggling begin- 
ning then watched his explosion-like ar- 





In happier days, Nadine and Nat posed af- 
fectionately for snapshot taken on the lawn 
of their neat little bungalow. 


rival among the entertainment greats, it 
was a day to ponder. For in the backs 
of their minds they could not help but 
recall that the brother Eddie who now 
stood beside Nat as best man once had 
stopped speaking to him for over a year 
when Nat had decided to marry the first 
“queen”—Nadine Robinson, the tiny- 
footed chorus girl of the revue, Shuffle 
Along. 

To them, Nat Cole was perhaps taking 
the first step beyond the crossroad of his 
career—a crossroad that would forever 
leave behind him the love of the East St. 
Louis-born chorus girl, Nadine. What 
had happened in the lives of Nat and 
Nadine Cole had happened many times 
before in the lives of entertainers in the 
fickle world of show business, but never 
before, perhaps, had it occurred with 
such strange, unexplained silence. To 
those few wedding guests who knew the 
“king” and the first “queen” best, there 
never had been talk of a breach between 
them, nor had there been any hint that 
Nat was anything but a devoted hus- 
band. 

Yet, somehow, somewhere, love had 
flown, leaving in its stead unfulfilled 
dreams and poignant memories of many 
yesterdays when a brand new trio, un- 
sure of what to call themselves, once 
split $99 three ways for a week’s take- 
home pay. 

Actually, to this day no one knows 
for certain how Nadine happened to be- 
come Nat Cole’s forgotten love, for Na- 
dine herself has discouraged any com- 
ment on what was said between them on 
that strangely fateful day back in 1947 
when she went to New York to share a 
few moments of his triumphant success 
only to be told that Nat wanted a di- 
vorce. Why he wanted it, what reason he 
gave is a secret locked tightly in Na- 
dine’s heart. 

But there are close friends who will 
swear that no one was more surprised 
than Nadine when she arrived in New 


23 





(t Intime Club in Los Angeles where she is night club hostess, Nadine points out to waitress Janie Frances a table where some 


Nat and Nadine were married 
while both were appearing 
with the stage show, Shuffle 
dlong, and he refused offer 
to quit show and form own 
band just to be near her. 


York to visit her husband during an 
engagement at the Paramount Theater 
ind learned that she was no longer 
vanted as his wife. 

Indeed the news came as an unpleas- 
int shock. For it had only been a few 

onths before that the apparently hap- 

y couple had finally arranged to buy 
their little “dream” house—the six-room 
vhite stucco bungalow. And, it was only 
short while before that that Nat had 
rayed that Nadine would pull through 
very serious operation. 

She had been taken to a hospital for 
what was to have been minor surgery 
when doctors discovered in the midst of 

that a more serious operation would 

ave to be performed. Nat, always the 
itiful husband, remained nearby with 

»se friends—his personal manager and 

embers of his combo who joined him 

ter—while doctors conducted an oper- 
ion that was to take all night. 

Finally, when it was over, one of the 

irgeons came out, walked up to Nat, 


newly-arrived guests await service. 


briefed him on what had been done then 
said, “The rest is up to God.” Nat broke 
down completely from the shock of this 
sudden turn of events and prayed aloud. 
The fear of losing his wife just at the 
time when he was able to do the most for 
her overwhelmed him. 

Oddly, it was this kind of obvious 
deep affection so well known to their 
friends that made the news of their 
break-up seem so much like a careless 
rumor, born of a gossip columnist. Yet, 
when the news was finally confirmed, 
there could be no doubting that one of 
the most admired couples in show busi- 
ness had decided to go separate ways. 
But why was still an unanswered ques- 
tion. 

The apparent reason probably satis- 
fied some on that Easter Sunday in 
Abyssinian Baptist Church when Nat 
became the new husband of the attrac- 
tive young widow, Maria Hawkins EI- 
lington whose first husband, Flight 
Lieutenant Spurgeon Ellington, was 
killed in a plane crash one hot summer 
Sunday in 1945 at Tuskegee Air Field 
in Alabama. But there were pthers who 
could not believe that Nat simply had 
found a new love and that was all there 
was to it. 

To them, there had been too many 
years between, years when Nat could 
only report $1,900 as his year’s earn- 


ings—a mere fraction of the cost of his 
lavish wedding, variously reported at be- 
tween $18,000 and $25,000. And they 
knew that Nat, likeable and sincere as 
he is, could not possibly have forgotten 
what those years—those 10 long years 
—had meant to his career. 

What had they been like? 

To be sure, they had not, at times, 
been kind. From the beginning, there 
had been doubts and uncertainties. And 
worse, there had developed at the outset 
a bitter breach between Nat and his 
brother, Eddie, because of Nat’s deci- 


Taking up golf for relaxation, Nadine 
quickly became an enthusiast, has devel- 
oped better-than-average game. 
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In kitchen of club, Nadine samples special dish prepared by Mrs. 
Mary Long. Food preparation as well as service must be just right. 


sion to remain with the revue, Shuffle 
Along, where he could be near Nadine, 
rather than quit and continue as piano 
player and leader of his own band, The 
Rogues Of Rhythm. 

But if Nat’s decision was a mistake, 
it has yet to be proved so. True, he had 
scored some minor successes with the 
Rogues Of Rhythm, had, in fact, made 
four recordings for Decca while the six- 
piece band was playing a six-month en- 
gagement at Chicago’s old Panama Cafe. 
And, as a youngster of 19 who was just 
emerging into the big band field dom- 


Nat takes bite of wedding cake from his 
bride, the former Maria Ellington, during 
Harlem wedding reception in 1948. 


inated by Earl Hines, Duke Ellington 
and Cab Calloway, Nat probably had 
reasons to hope for some measure of 


suCCéss. 


But when he and brother Eddie en- 
larged the band to meet the require- 
ments of a southern tour, they were 
scarcely able two weeks later to make 
their way back to Chicago after being 
stranded in Jackson, Tennessee. For- 
tunately, a bus driver accepted the 
band’s instruments as security against 
the price of bus fare back to Chicago 
and the luckless Rogues arrived just in 
time to play a Chicago date with the last 
edition of Flournoy Miller’s annual, all- 
Negro road revue, Shuffle Along. 

This might have been Nat Coles’ be- 
ginning. For it was here that he met and 
fell in love with the tiny, brown-skinned 
dancing girl named Nadine Robinson 
who was soon to be his wife, even if it 
meant falling out with his bass-playing 
brother Eddie. 

Briefly, their differences arose because 
of this: Eddie, after six weeks, had had 
enough of Shuffle Along and wanted the 
band to continue as a unit on its own. 
He had taken six fellows out of the show 
band and he wanted Nat to join them as 
piano player. Nat wanted Nadine— 


badly. 


Assisting departing guest with wrap, Nadine asks whether she 
had good time, reminds her to return soon. 


He made his decision to remain with 
the show—and Nadine—and he and 
brother Eddie became so bitterly at odds 
that only their preacher father could 
keep them apart. Finally, in May, 1937, 
Shuffle Along arrived on the West Coast 
and Nat and Nadine were married, but 
a short while later, the revue got as far 


as Long Beach and folded—forever. 


As a piano player, Nat had talent. 
Nadine also knew that he had talent. It 
was her one burning ambition that he 
should some day give a concert in Car- 
negie Hall. Together they planned, 
schemed, talked idly of distant hopes and 
distant futures. And, to solve the prob- 
lem of eating and sleeping, they moved 
in with an aunt of Nadine’s while Nat 
got a job playing piano at Los Angele’s 
Century Club—a source of a steady pay- 
check, but only a stopover point on the 
cocktail room circuit that was soon to 
become Nat Cole’s birthplace as a cele- 
brated trio leader once he had acquired 
the talents of Oscar Moore on guitar 
and Wesley Prince on bass. 


| Pos MANY CHANCE happenings 

in Nat’s life, the formation of his 
famed trio was accomplished with about 
as much studied effort as one would re- 


quire for merg- (Continued on Page 76) 
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\ : Y VERY FIRST DAY as a stenog- 
rapher at Sherwell & Hoyt, at- 
neys-at-law, I saw Carlton Hoyt and 
for him like a ton of bricks. It wasn’t 
Even now, I can still recognize his 
gnetic, masculine appeal. Six feet 
s, a muscular frame and a handsome 
e topped by a crisp smile that would 
rm a picket fence, that was Carl. 
Who is he?” I whispered to Neda 
ton, our middle-aged receptionist, as 
swung easily through the outer of- 
Neda _ squinted nearsightedly 
ugh her glasses, laughed grimly, and 
wered, “take it easy, child. He’s been 
ken for. And besides, that’s the boss.” 
)rawing her plump body up with a 
rish of hands, she declaimed dramat- 
ly, “Mr. Carlton Blanchard Hoyt, 
ior partner.” 
| whistled a feminine equivalent of the 
lf call. “Junior’s dynamite!” I mur- 
red dreamily. 
Sugar, you share that opinion with 
ous ladies of the chorus, several 
1orous members of the café society 
and last, but not least, Mrs. Carlton 
nchard Hoyt, of the society columns 


Kh 
THOU 
RIUE 


How could she accept Dr. 
Jim’s marriage proposal 
when he knew all about her 
and Carl? Kay searched ev- 
erywhere for a solution and 
then one day she got a letter. 











“Darling.” he muttered. 
“don’t put me off, don’t resist 
me.” 





and the more fashionable night spots,” 
she retorted smugly, turning back to her 
desk. Wet blanket, | thought. Guess I'd 
be too, with a fat-and-forty look like 
yours. 

If I'd had a grain of common sense, 
I’d have heeded the warning concealed 
in Neda’s words instead of indulging in 
catty thoughts about her. But not me, 
not wise little Kay Laine, who foolishly 
believed that she knew all the answers. 
I’d come a long, long way mentally and 
physically, from my whistlestop home in 
North Carolina. Just where the desire to 
get out of the dreary, small-town life I'd 
been born into sprang from, I still don’t 
quite understand. But somewhere in my 
early teens, | made up my mind to come 
to New York, and working after school 
in a local sweet shop had given me my 
stake. 

I think I’ll always remember their be- 
wildered, work-worn faces when I an- 
nounced my decision to my. folks. They 
begged me to stay in Cartersville, and 
warned me against the evils of the big 
city, for they were sternly religious, but 
I craved fiercely not to waste my life as 
I felt they had theirs, in a hick town. 
With my nest egg and my determination, 
I left home to seek the glittering life of 
New York. 

Once there, I got myself a menial job 
to make ends meet, took a stenographic 


course evenings, and invested some of 


my precious cash in a complete glam- 
orizing. Within a few weeks, from the 
top of my sleek Italian bob to the toes 
of my spike-heeled operas, I was a new 
gal, ready for anything. 

Adept by now at shorthand and typ- 
ing, I made the rounds of agencies until 
at last the Sherwell & Hoyt job was of- 
fered me. That was all I needed to com- 
plete the picture I had in my mind’s eye 
of the perfect career girl’s existence. 
Marriage? A family? That was for the 
birds. I was going to have me a time. 

With my shapely freshness and 
naively “blasé” manner, I was a sitting 
duck for a true sophisticate like Carlton 
Hoyt. He was really out for fun: I just 
thought I was. That was the basic, and 
fatal difference in our attitudes. But in 
the beginning, I was only aware of his 
terrific attractiveness and his response 
to my presence. For within days after I 
got the job at Sherwell and Hoyt, he 
began to spend more time in the outer 
offices on one (Continued on Page 56) 
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SECRETS A HUSBAND 
SHOULD SHARE 


BY LARRY DARNELL 


A= HUSBAND who tries to keep a secret from 

his wife is letting himself in for a lot of trouble, 
and, if he happens to be in show business, he can 
expect double trouble! I’m not advocating that 
every married man rush right home every night 
and “tell all”; naturally it depends upon how un- 
derstanding the wife is and what sort of relationship 
they have. I think that most women have a jealous 
streak and there may be times when absolute frank- 
ness is not the best policy. 

However, any man who works in the entertain- 
ment field is bound to come into contact with wom- 
en—lots of them and all different kinds. The fact 
that he may be married does not stop many of them 
from throwing themselves at him; they don’t care as 
long as he is in their company. So, in order to pro- 
tect himself—and his happy home—he is wise if he 
does tell his wife everything. That’s better than 
having her read a gossipy item in the newspaper or 
hearing from someone else a twisted version of what 
happened. 

Personally, I have no secrets to share with my 
wife. I have never let any other woman get serious 
with me. I let them know in front that I am a mar- 
ried man. My friends say I’m the “oldest” young 
man they know when it comes to marriage, and I 
guess I am a little more settled than many other 
fellows my age. 

Not that I claim any special credit, and I admit 
that I was not always this way. The three-year 
separation from my wife, Beulah, taught me a lot 
of things and now that we are back together again 
I don’t intend to do anything that might spoil things. 
Actually, I never had any real secrets from my wife 
and that certainly was not the cause of any difficulty 
between us. 

However, even an innocent “secret” can cause 
trouble, I discovered not long after we first got mar- 
ried. We had been in New York only a short time 
and I was still trying to make a name for myself as 
a singer. Although I was not making a lot of money, 


I decided to surprise my wife with a brand new set 
of furniture I happened to see in a store window. 
Thinking how pleased she would be, I went in and 
bought almost everything the salesman showed me. 

When all that furniture arrived at the apartment, 
I discovered how wrong I had been. Not only was 
it more than we had room for, but I had chosen the 
one thing a woman always wants to be consulted on. 
Beulah did not appreciate my little surprise and, of 
course, at first | was disappointed. I realized later, 
though, that if I had shared my secret it would have 
turned out much differently; I would have gotten 
the gift but my wife would have been in on the 
selection and we both would have been happier 
about the whole thing. 

A fellow who goes into a marriage with a lot of 
secrets connected with his past is definitely getting 
off on the wrong foot. I think that one reason why 
some of them do, is that, as bachelors, they have dis- 
covered that very often an innocent remark can be 
taken the wrong way. If a bachelor has been around 
at all, he has met and dated a number of women 
and the smart thing to do is not let your right hand 
know what your left hand is doing. Naturally, when 
he takes a wife he finds it hard to be completely 
frank. 

I was singing at Frank Painia’s Dew Drop Inn in 
New Orleans when I met my wife and our whirl- 
wind courtship began. The newspaper society col- 
umns were full of items about Miss Beulah Law- 
rence, who had just returned from a visit to New 
York City. From her pictures and all the talk about 
her, she was about che most glamorous girl in town 
and I recognized her immediately when she came 
to the club. 

I don’t say that I put on a special performance 
for her benefit, but I do remember thinking that | 
would like to meet her. But it was two weeks before 
I finally got one of the waitresses to introduce us. 

It was not long afterward that Beulah invited me 
to her home to meet her parents, who own and op- 
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If a wife is of the 
jealous type. warns 
Larry. absolute 
not 


frankness does 


always pay. especial- 


ly if the man is in 
the entertainment 


world. 


erate three different clubs in New Or- 
leans. And all the time, I was engaged 
to another girl. Beulah knew about her, 
but I guess we both realized that this was 
the real thing. In some ways, I consid- 
ered myself lucky even to be noticed by 
such a popular, much-sought-after New 
Orleans belle. I had made many friends 
and built up a reputation locally, but I 
was just beginning my career as a vocal- 
ist and was far from the goal I hoped 
some day to reach. 

I had gone to New Orleans as a chorus 
boy with Irvin C. Miller’s “Brownskin 
Models.” I joined the troupe in Colum- 
bus, Ohio, my hometown, where I had 
been singing and dancing since the age 
of 15. Every night I used to slip into the 
American Legion clubhouse there, and 
every night they would chase me out. 
“You know you’re too young to be in 
here, boy!” the Legionnaires would tell 
me, but I usually got a chance to sing a 
couple of songs or do a dance before 
being escorted outside. 

During the war, I was in school and 
on weekends I would go out to Lock- 
bourne Army Air Base near Columbus 
with groups that entertained the GI’s 
stationed there. When “Brownskin Mod- 
els” came to Ohio I joined the show and 
toured with it. The money we made and 
the conditions under which we often 
worked were not exactly my idea of what 
a professional entertainer’s life was like, 
but I must admit that I learned a lot 
about show business during those rather 
lean days. 

When we got to New Orleans, I quit 
and went out on my own as a singer. By 
the time I met Beulah, I had played the 
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Standing in front of canary’s cage, Larry gives six-year-old daughter, Juanita, a feu 
pointers on how to sell a song with voice and gestures. The youngster, who follow 
daddy’s instructions easily, adores him, may one day follow in his footsteps. 


Palace theater downtown, the Lincoln 
theater, and established myself and my 
trio of musicians as feature attractions 
at the Dew Drop Inn. 

Then one night, barely three weeks 
after first seeing each other, Beulah and 
I announced our engagement at the club. 
The next day we were married; in New 
Orleans the blood tests and other re- 
quirements can be completed in one day. 

It wasn’t long before talent scouts for 
Regal records caught my act and asked 
me to make some test records. On the 
basis of these, they offered me a con- 
tract, which I eagerly signed. Then they 
sent for me to come to New York, but 
I did not go. First of all, I did not feel 
that I was quite ready for the bigtime, 
and, in addition, they wanted me, but not 
the fellows in the trio. They were a swell 
bunch, though, and insisted that I grab 
a train immediately, but loyalty to my 
friends is one thing I have always prided 
myself on. 

When they failed to hear from me, the 
company again asked me to come East, 
and this time they sent along a plane 
ticket. After talking it over with my 
wife, we both decided that if they wanted 
me that badly, perhaps it was time for 
me to branch out. 

Once the decision was made, I left 
New Orleans so fast that they were wait- 
ing for me to do my final show at the 


club at the very time | was taking of 
for New York. I was to send for Beulah 
as soon as possible. 

It took longer than either of us hai 
imagined. I found the Big City hard 
The records I had made had not yet been 
released, and I remember one night be 
ing taken by my manager to Smalls 
Paradise in the hope of getting a job 
there. I not only did not get the job, but 
was told in no uncertain terms that | 
would never make it as a singer. 

For a time, it appeared that they wer 
right about that. I recall working at th 
Lido club in Harlem for $10 a nigh 
three nights a week. But I was det 
mined to stick it out; my motto was 
at first you don’t succeed, try again”= 
and again, if necessary. 


FINALLY DECIDED to move ac 

the Hudson River to Newark, N. J 
where I worked a number of small el 
At last, after almost a year, my fif 
records were released and that pre 
to be the turning point in my 
On the basis of the attention the reca 
ings attracted, I was booked into 
Showboat in Philadelphia. : 

My first big break came when I p 
the Apollo Theater. On the bill with 
that week were Erskine Hawkins and 
band and pianist Errol Garner. 7 
engagement did a lot for my morale 
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records. 
© Then things seemed to go wrong at 
home; a little success brought with it a 
lot of headaches—and heartaches. 

| suddenly found myself very popular 
with bobby-soxers and Larry Darnell fan 
clubs were organized in Brooklyn, my 
home town Columbus and in several 
other places. The girls were loyal fans 
and did not hesitate to demonstrate it. 
Like Sonny Til of the Orioles and any 
number of other singers, I’ve had my 
clothes torn from my back and been 
mobbed for autographs. I remember one 
winter in Columbus when some girls who 
had been in the audience ripped my 


‘overcoat. That hurt me to my heart be- 
F cause it was brand new and cost $80. 


Yet, all the criticisms of bobby-soxers 
is not justified, in my opinion. Sure, 
they’re excitable and they don’t try to 
hide it when a singer or a particular 
song “sends” them, but without loyal 
fans a performer can’t get very far. They 
are the ones who feed the juke boxes, 
buy the records and pack the theaters 
when their favorite is appearing. 

Furthermore, they can be more un- 
derstanding and more grown-up than 
many people give them credit for. At 
least, that is true of one group of my 
fans. When my wife became ill, the girls 
in the Brooklyn club not only wrote to 
her but went to the hospital to see if they 
could help take care of her! 


career, too, for I found myself in de- 
nd for club dates ‘as well as for more 





One of the advantages a married man has over a bachelor, 




























Larry says, is the joy 


of having regular, home-cooked meals. His wife, the former Miss Beulah Lawrence, 
New Orleans society belle, sees to it that he and daughter get well-balanced diet. 


I can’t say what it was that caused our 
separation; if | knew, maybe it wouldn’t 
have happened. As Beulah says, “It was 
a quick marriage and we had difficulty 
adjusting to each other.” I wasn’t ready 
to settle down and accept the responsibil- 
ities of a family man. So, for three 
years, | went from pillar to post—and 
Beulah did some looking around, too— 
but neither of us found anything to com- 


Popular with night club patrons, southpaw Larry obligingly signs autograph for 
fan at Brooklyn’s Baby Grand club while another awaits turn. Singer has large fan 


club in Brooklyn but largest one is in Columbus, Ohio, the city where he was born. 

























pare with the love we had for each other. 

A lot has been written about that pe- 
riod in our lives, a long, lonely three 
years—about the legal aspects of our 
separation, about people we were seen 
with, and other things based mainly on 
rumor. I prefer to forget all that, for 
when I went down to New Orleans to get 
Beulah and Juanita, I knew that I’d make 
it with them beside me or not at all. 

With the first meal Beulah cooked, | 
got further proof of what I had already 
learned the hard way—a bachelor’s life 
was not for me! In addition to the love 
and companionship of a wife, regular 
meals, having his clothes and his home 
cared for properly. We have a new 
apartment overlooking Central Park and 
things have been working out very well. 

There are many problems a wife can 
help her husband solve, but not neces- 
sarily when it comes to money. My wife 
and | talk over my bookings and | 
usually get her opinion about what songs 
she thinks the audience at each spot 
would like to hear. But unless a man is 
incapable of handling his own affairs, I 
don’t think the wife should try to be 
manager, business agent and everything 
else for him. 

When it comes to handling the money 
once it is made, that’s another matter. 
A woman can usually stretch a dollar 
farther than (Continued on Page 67) 
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When Julie jilted Mark for Sid, she thought that she knew what love meant but ¢ 


when she was about to divorce Sid for Mark did she find its true meaning 


T WAS NO ACCIDENT that I ran 
into Mark Liston in Harlem that aft- 
ernoon. Ever since I’d married Sid Tay- 
lor and began traveling with the band 
Sid played for, Mark had kept up with 
us through newspaper clippings and 
magazine articles. 

He knew the band was in New York 
for a two-week engagement and he’d 
tried to find me. That afternoon, I was 
hurrying along the sidewalk when I 
heard my name called. 

“Julie! Julie Robinson!” 

Robinson had been my maiden name. 
| paused, wondering who around here 
would know me by that name? And 
then I saw him, pushing through the 
crowd of late shoppers, coming toward 
me. Mark Liston, tall, slender and 
heartbreakingly good looking as ever! 

My heart caught in my throat and I 
blinked, unable to believe my eyes. Then 
a pulse in my throat started beating a 
wild tattoo. Mark came running up to 
me and clasped both my hands and the 
same old electric shock traveled up my 
arms. In that instant of our meeting, 
though nearly five years had passed since 
Mark told me he loved me, I knew noth- 
ing had changed. I still felt the same 
way about him. 

“Well, Mark Liston,” I stammered. 
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“Or, should I say ‘Doctor Liston,’ now?” 

He smiled. “Yes, Julie, it’s Dr. Liston 
now. But to you, it’s still ‘Mark.’ ” 

For a second we were both trying to 
think where to begin. Then we started 
talking at the same time. Mark laughed 
and took my arm. “Let’s go into this 
cocktail lounge. Maybe we can talk bet- 
ter there.” 

We found a quiet booth and soon 
there were drinks before us. My eyes 
lingered on Mark’s face. I had mem- 
orized every precious line five years ago 
and he hadn’t changed, except that he 
was more mature now, more poised. 

“Tell me about yourself, Julie,” he 
urged and the shadows of painful mem- 
ories crowded his eyes as he looked at 
me. 

But I didn’t want to talk about myself. 
I wasn’t particularly proud of the mess 
I had made of things. “First you, 
Mark,” I insisted. “I want to know 
everything that’s happened to you. Are 
you living in Harlem now?” 

“Yes,” he smiled, lighting a cigarette 
with his sensitive, trained fingers. “I 
have a busy practice here now, Julie. 
Mother and Auntie are living here, too. 
We have an apartment—” 

He went on telling me about his work 
and his life. I listened eagerly. And I 


thought, “Oh, Julie, you little fool! Yq 
could have had all this—a nice, no 
life with the man you loved. Inste 
you traded it for the tinsel sparkle of 
glamorous illusion.” 

Maybe you’re a girl like I had be 
living in a small town tucked away int 
remote corner of the United States. M 
be you’re restless and unhappy, dre 
ing of a bright world of glitter just hk 
yond the horizon. 

I had dreamed my dream, too, and 
thought that I had found it. Well, 
never did, but I found something m 
more important: the truth about mysé 
and girls like me.. We spend our live 
searching for a romantic life that doesa 
exist. All we’re actually doing is 
ning away from reality. 

Once, I thought that traveling with 
orchestra, being married to a famotl 
musician would be heaven on earl 
The glamour, the excitement, the 4 
venture! Oh, yes, but I didn’t consi 
the things that went with it—the bot 
dom, the loneliness, the endless drivil 
You see, I wasn’t prepared for 
In dreams, there are all the good th 
with none of the drawbacks. But int 
life you have to learn to take the 
with the good. 

It took me (Continued on Page 
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T HE NURSE BRISKLY plumped up 

my pillow, straightened my bed cov- 
ers, put away my brush and comb and 
tube of tooth paste. “Now you're all 
fixed up for the day,” she said brightly. 
“Anything else I can do for you before 
I go off duty?” 

I liked Miss Webster. She was cheer- 
ful, efficient and kind. Maybe she was 
extra kind to me because I was the only 
patient in the ward who never had a 
visitor. She must have been curious to 
know why, but she never pried. That 
was another thing | liked about her. 

I made my usual request. “I'd like to 
see today’s paper.” 

It wasn’t to read about world affairs 
that I requested the paper every day. 
The news that I was looking for wouldn’t 
rate the front page. It wasn’t sensational 
or shocking—or even interesting to the 
public at large. Yet to me it spelled the 
difference between heaven and hell. For 
it would mean that Bart’s dreams had 
come true and my long punishment was 
ended. 

Strange how detached from the world 
you feel after a few days in a hospital 
ward. You seem to be living in a sort 
of vacuum. You're waiting—waiting— 
for something to happen. You don’t 
know what—except that it’s terribly im- 
portant. Yet you’re not restless and im- 
patient. You’re content just to exist— 
and wait. 

I lay very still, looking out at the 
bright June sunshine. I was glad my 
bed was at the end of the long ward, 
beside a window. It was a day just like 
this a year ago that Bart and 1... 
Was it only a year? It seemed like a 
lifetime. 

Funny how the hours we spent to- 


Making Bart believe that he was to become a father was a cruel trick but Trudy 


didn’t realize it until the doctor said that a little stranger was really on the way. 


gether kept flashing like living pictures 
across my mind. I didn’t have to make 
any effort to recall them. I just lay 
there and watched them. I could see 
every gesture, hear every intonation of 
his voice, feel the pressure of his lips 
against mine. 

He drove a truck for the laundry 
where I worked. At first I wondered why 
a big, broad-shouldered guy like Bart 
should be driving a laundry truck. Some- 
how it seemed like a sissy job for him. 
He looked as if he ought to be doing a 
man’s job. Like working in a lumber 
camp—or drilling for oil—or playing 
professional football. That’s what I 
thought—until I noticed his hands. 

Such white, slender, delicate hands. 
They might have been an artist’s hands 
—or a writer’s—or a surgeon’s. He was 
as careful of them as a woman. | un- 
derstood why when he told me he had 
taken the laundry delivery job to earn 
enough money to put him through his 
last year in medical school. 

“Maybe I’m too ambitious for a pen- 
niless guy,” he said. “A medical educa- 
tion’s the most expensive in the world. 
But a surgeon’s all I’ve ever wanted to 
be. If my luck holds, one more year 
ought to find me writing Physician and 
Surgeon after my name.” 

“Dr. Barton Ross,” I said softly. “It 
sounds wonderful, Bart.” 

He tilted up my chin and his eyes 
smiled into mine. “How does Mrs. Bar- 
ton Ross sound, Trudy?” 

I suppose it was inevitable we should 
fall in love with each other. We were 
both lonely. My folks were dead. His 
folks lived back east. I liked my men 
big and rugged and masculine looking. 
He liked his women little and cute and 
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That little white lie she told about the expected baby actually 


turned out to be the truth, but how was Trudy to know 


that the truth would later turn into a lie? 


appealing. We both were marking time 
in jobs we didn’t like. 

“Mrs. Barton Ross,” I repeated with 
a sigh. “Oh, Bart, it sounds too good to 
be true. A lot can happen in a year. 
Then after that, another year—maybe 
two—as an interne. All I can see is days 
stretching endlessly ahead.” 

He swung me into his arms. “Cheer 
up, sweetheart. Just think of all the 
wonderful years we'll share,” he said 
tenderly. Then he added, “Say, I’ve got 
the old jalopy running again. How 
about a ride?” 

That Sunday stands out like a red- 
letter day in my memory. It was the 
last day I was completely happy. 
Warmed by the California sun, we drove 
through the orange groves and drew in 
deep breaths of the intoxicatingly sweet 
perfume of the orange blossom. 

Maybe it sounds dull—just driving 
slowly along the highway. Bart’s old 
jalopy couldn’t do much over thirty-five. 
But to be together was all the thrill we 
wanted. I remember how we laughed 
and sang out of the pure joy of being 
alive. I remember snuggling into the 
curve of Bart’s arm, my head tilted 
against his shoulder, my lips waiting for 
the swift delight of his kiss. I remember 

Oh, those memories of a happy, inno- 
cent June day are tearing my heart out 
by the roots. . 

It was late when we got back. We 
stood outside my little apartment door, 
and Bart took me in his arms to say 
goodnight. I loved the roughness of his 
jaw and the faint masculine odor of to- 
bacco and after-shave lotion. 

I clung to him. “Oh, Bart, I wish to- 
day could last for ever,” I whispered. I 
could feel the hard, lean outline of his 
body against mine. 2 

His voice was oddly husky as he said, 
“We've got to be patient, darling. The 
goal I’ve been struggling toward for 
seven long years is in sight at last. Just 
one more year—” 

“A whole year—with you at college, 
and me here eating my heart out.” I 
wiped my eyes against his shoulder and 
began to fumble with the door key. 

He took the key out of my hand and 
turned it in the lock. He followed me 
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into the room and closed the door. 
“Trudy, that’s one of the sacrifices a 
medical student has to make. If I were 
eligible for assistance under the GI bill 
it might be different. But even then, it 
wouldn’t be fair to either of us to marry 
before I graduate. 

“The last year’s tough. It'll take every 
minute of my time and all my strength 
to make the grade. We couldn’t live a 
normal married life. And supposing 
there should be a child? I want our 
children to have a good start in life. 
Don’t you, sweet?” 

I nodded because my throat ached so 
I couldn’t speak. It was the sensible way 
of looking at it, of course. But it’s hard 
to be sensible when you’re sick with love 
and longing. 

With a.quick, impulsive gesture he 
drew me into his arms. My body 
trembled against his. I could feel the 
mad thudding of his heart. I could see 
the wild beating of a pulse in his temple. 


“Its true.” I whispered. 

“what we've been afraid of. 

Pim—I'm going to have a 
baby.”° 


I felt a clutch of tenderness about m 
heart. “Bart,” I whispered, “love like 
ours shouldn’t have to wait.” 

“My darling,” he said hoarsely. “My 
little, sweet darling . . .” 

Oh, we never intended to let it happen. 
But after months of yearning, after the 
long torture of self-denial, the ecst 
of our love was fulfilled. 

Afterwards, Bart knelt by my s 
his face haggard and his eyes dark 
remorse. “I’m a heel, Trudy, to let 
take such a risk,” he said brokenly. “ 
should have waited.” 

I tried to comfort him, though ¢ 
down inside of me I knew he was ri 
“But we belong to each other, 8 
Some day we'll be married.” 

He began to pace the floor nervot 
“T must never come in here again 
you, darling. I can’t trust myself. Of 
love is so beautiful. We mustn’t le 
turn into a shameful, furtive thing.” ” 


After he had (Continued on Page 
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schoo are filled with a rich harvest and busy 


A* SUMMER NEARS its end, 


bells once again summon hundreds mothers are canning or freezing fruits 





of frisky youngsters in fromthe carefree and vegetables for the cold months 


days of summer fun. September heralds = ahead when a blanket of snow has covy- 
O “uUminel the beginning of fall and the ending of — ered the ground. It is time to buckle 


the summer season. Gardens and fields down and await the arrival of winter. 
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California 
Stucco Forg 
FullLiving 


_— CALIFORNIA living at its b 
nothing can beat the outlying aie 
of Los Angeles, where the sky seems 
touch the tops of the hills and the gr 
and trees are greenest. Hollywood, Ba 
erly Hills, Westwood and the V 
are all well-known and the homes sj 
ated there have nation-wide fame. 

It is little wonder then, that Mr. @ 
Mrs. Mitchell Miles chose a home in th 
Studio City vicinity of Los Ange 
nestling in the hills and with a windi 
road that is most picturesque. The love 
ly, simply-styled California architectur 
of this home is really something to see. 

The outside of the house is stucco with 
red tiled roof and red brick trim. Ther 
is an open patio and beautiful garde 
and shrubbery surrounding the he 
which has eight rooms with all be 
rooms on the second level. Furnishin 
are a mixture of modern and period, 
with rugs, draperies and walls in soff, a 
restful pastel colors. 

Mrs. Miles did not have an interior 
decorator, but selected the furnishings 
to her own taste. Her bedroom is strict 


. . . . d 
View of the large studio room, which the Miles’ use for television and relaxation. It has ly ~~ with con og ding a 
an interesting skylight, with bamboo shades at the picture windows and bamboo ‘eS, and an overs wa § 
accessories at the corner bar. An antique glass table with zodiac design is shown. French headboard. 


Simple, but beautiful home of Mr. and Mrs. Mitchell Miles Well-kept gardens and winding gravel paths surround the home. 
sits on side of one of many famous hills in the Los Angeles Flowers and foliage give the gardens a tropical air. Mrs. Mile 
area, overlooks spacious highway and surrounding countryside. likes gardening as a hobby, helps keep garden in shape. 
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One of the guest bedrooms is done in antique Chinese design. Bed View of living room which is furnished in French Regency, 
is of gilded teakwood panels, and bedspread is of red Chinese silk combined with Louis XV. Highlights are Chippendale com- 
with matching draperies. The entire room gives feeling of beauty. mode and Chinese lamps. Colors are soft yellows and greens. 
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Another view of the studio room shows interesting picture arrangement with bamboo poles, which is:Mrs. Miles’ own creation. Room 
has several large sofas and chairs and is furnished basically for real lounging and comfort, plus informal entertaining. 
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FASHION 


Fall-Winter Cottons 


‘HE PERSONALITY of cotton 
clothes is changing to fit the fall and 
winter, as well as the summer months. 
No longer is cotton to be worn solely 
during warm or mild weather, for it is 
yuickly being accepted as a year-round 
jaterial. It fits the need for good taste, 
us well as for quality. 
Designers and weavers have collabo- 
ated to produce cotton materials that 
resemble the warmest woolens, and they 
an be worn throughout the winter with- 
ut any qualms of “being out of season.” 


Some have pebbly or nubby surfaces, 
others resemble herringbones and tweeds. 

Fall and winter cottons have all the 
good features of summer cottons, but 
while some of them can be washed by 
hand, it is advisable to read the label 
carefully before dipping them in suds. 
Most are wrinkle-resistant and _pre- 
shrunk. 

Skirts are flared with a bouffant full- 
ness or pencil-slim with long, lean lines. 
Deep, dark tones are favorite fall and 
winter colors. 


Charcoal gray cotton dress, has big white 
linen collar, white buttons down front. By 
Horwitz & Duberman, price $29.95. 


Pencil-slim sheath dress is made of a cot- 

ton material that resembles flannel. Dark 

blue, with narrow dark red stripe, it has 

short sleeves, a spaghetti tie at round neck- 

line, and a wide cummerbund. By Horwitz 
& Duberman, price $29.95. 








Black and white striped cotton dress looks Navy blue cotton with white hairline stripe, zips in front, has white pique bow. By 
site like men’s suiting, has white pique tab Heatherlane, $29.95. Dress in small blue and black check has interesting cowled.neck- 
By collar and bow. By Heatherlane, $29.95. line that dips and ties in back. By Horwitz & Duberman, price $35. 


Dark gray herringbone cotton has sailor collar, is smooth-fitting Chic, smooth-fitting, dark cotton sleeveless sheath dress in solid 
through the waistline, zips up front, ending with self fabric bow. color, has tiny striped jacket with large collar, self-covered 
Full skirt emphasizes waist. By Heatherlane, $25. front buttons, and short sleeves. By Heatherlane, $29.95. 
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CHILD CARE 


pereil JONES and Mary Smith, 

both age 2, were playing in the court- 
ard of a large apartment building under 
he watchful eyes of their doting moth- 
rs. Johnny was busy building some- 
hing with a pile of sticks while Mary 
was intently digging in a big sand pile. 
Neither, apparently, was payine any at- 
ention to the other. 

Said Mrs. Smith: “They never seem 

» play together or even talk. In fact, 
they practically ignore each other.” 

Just then a third toddler wandered 
into the play area and Johnny and Mary 
both looked up to see who it was. And 
when they recognized the newcomer, 
Jimmy Warren, age 3, their faces both 
lit up. 
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While it is all right for the child to play alone occasionally, it is important that he learn to get along well with other children. 


Don’t Make Your Child A Hermit 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics, Northwestern University 


“T guess that it makes them feel good 
to see someone else the same size,” said 
Mrs. Jones, and although she might not 
have realized it then, she was stating one 
of the most consistent principles for 
dealing with young children. Many a 
youngster has the unhappy feeling that 
the world is made for those giant grown- 
ups. Why shouldn’t a child constantly 
surrounded by adults feel that way? 

It is good, from the very beginning. 
for even babies to see other children oc- 
casionally. One needs only to watch the 
way a baby’s face lights up when another 
child comes along to see how soul- 
satisfying this experience is for him. 
Mothers who live where there are no 
other children around should make ef- 


ru so 


forts to visit friends or neighbors who 
have young children or else take their 
child to a park or some place where he 
can see other children. 

A child one and a half years old 
should spend some time with other chil- 
dren at least three times a week even 
though they may not engage in any col- 
lective activity but may play as though 
they were alone. By the time the child 
is two, he should spend some time with 
other children every day, if possible. 

While it is important for the child to 
play alone occasionally, for the purpose 
of developing and making use of his 
own resources, it is just as important 
that he learn how to get along with many 
kinds of children. When children play 
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near one another, even before they can 
be friends or know how to communicate 
well, they learn much from copying one 
another. 

In this manner, the child gets the feel- 
ing that he is doing something voluntari- 
ly. Here is one time that he doesn’t have 
to ask mother what to do or not to do. 
Although he may be copying, he gets the 
feeling that he is actually creating some- 
thing himself. At least he is developing 
freedom of choice, even though on a 
small scale. 

And for the timid youngster, there is 
nothing which helps to develop self-con- 
fidence and self-reliance so much as see- 
ing other children perform successfully 
the feats which he has either been afraid 
to try or which he may have tried once 
or twice unsuccessfully. 

A youngster who has experienced mis- 
haps or had difficulties in trying to ride 
a tricycle or to climb a tree will get cour- 
age to try anew after he watches another 
child shinny up a tree or go pedaling 
rapidly down the pathway on his trike or 
bike. Mother doesn’t have to say: “Look 
at that little boy riding,” because John- 
ny will have already done so of his own 
free will. 

After day nurseries were established 
for the children. of working mothers, it 
was found that the children had so much 
fun being together and learned so many 
new skills, nursery schools for ALL chil- 
dren were established and spread rapid- 
ly. 

Years ago when families were large 
and several generations lived under the 
same roof or in adjoining houses, a 
youngster usually had brothers or sisters 
or cousins near his own age and there 
was usually plenty of space around—a 
vacant lot or a whole farm—where the 
youngsters could romp and play. Daddy 
didn’t have to build a “jungle gym” be- 
cause there were already plenty of trees 
and stumps to climb or haylofts to ex- 
plore. 

Today, however, with more people 
than ever living in small houses or 
apartments, little children are always 
underfoot, making it hard on the moth- 
ers as well as the children. The average 
mother, under such conditions, cannot 
afford to take the child to the park or 
playground. Sometimes she lets him sit 
out in front of the house, but most of the 
time she is worrying lest the youngster 
dash out into the street and be hit by a 
passing auto. 


Studies made over a long period show 
that a child who has always been alone 
is not a happy child and does not adjust 
as easily when he grows older as does 
the child who has had the advantages of 
attending a nursery school. A good 
nursery school will provide the child 
with many advantages not to be found in 
even the best homes. 

The child becomes accustomed to a 
woman other than his mother, making it 
possible for him to adjust more easily 
when he is eventually sent to public 
school. The youngster who spends his 
first six years close to mother often finds 
it difficult to let go of his mother’s apron 
strings once he gets into kindergarten or 
the first grade. 

Since it is through play that children 
learn, the parents who cannot send their 
youngsters to nursery school or who can- 
not afford to take them out to places 
where they will meet and mingle with 
other children, will do well to make their 
child’s play as rich and varied as pos- 
sible. A child should be encouraged in 
the imaginative “pretending” games in 
which most children find fun. 

Pretending that his building blocks 
are a train or that the crude structure 
which he has erected from sticks and 
twigs is a house can be the means 
through which the child may be taught 
associated ideas about cooperation and 
stability. Parents should keep in mind, 
however, that a child’s best pals are chil- 
dren of his own age, no matter how close 
the bond between parent and child may 
be. 

Parents who want their child to be 
popular with other children should keep 
in mind that popularity begins at home. 
Keeping a child busy is not enough. A 
child develops through positive success 
and accomplishment in what he is doing. 
To give a child who is not mechanically 
minded, a complicated toy is not good 
for him because, in all probability, he 
will be frustrated by his lack of accom- 
plishment. Better to give him something 
simple that he can master. 

Too many scoldings, punishments and 
threats may make a child feel that he is 
not loved and serve to stunt his social 
growth. Once a child can go ahead with- 
out inhibitions, he can forget himself 
and not worry about whether others will 
like him. This, with a sense of accom- 
plishment in things that he can do well, 
will help to put his feet on the road to 
success with his fellows. 





Bringing 
Up Baby 


HINTS COLLECTED BY 


Moa 
( MOTHER OF 5 ) 


Quite frequently 
mothers with “near-a- 
year” babies write me 
to ask why their chil- 
dren are losing interest 
in food. In some cases 
<a> , appetites may lag be- 
cause of teething. But 
Mrs. Dan Gerber = ith most babies it’s a 
natural variation in the desire for food 
which appears about this time. But this is 
no cause for alarm. When Junior is really 
hungry, he’ll let you know soon enough. 
If your darling is going through a particu- 
larly “picky” period try to remember to 
let him eat instead of making him eat— 
vary menus by rotating colors as well as 
kinds of food. 


Dull appetites have a way of perking up 
when you serve your teether Gerber’s 
Junior Foods. For these specially-prepared 
foods have the tempting true colors and 
naturally good flavors that make mealtimes 
something to look forward to. Then, too, 
they have the tender, evenly-minced tex- 
ture that tots with a few teeth find ever so 
easy to manage. A wonderful variety of 
fruits, vegetables, meats, soups, desserts. 


Shoe cues. When it’s time to buy that first 
pair of “toddling” shoes, check these points 
for proper fit. (1) Shoes should have one- 
half to three-quarters of an inch grow room. 
(2) Make sure shoes are wide enough 
when baby is standing. 


Calories aren’t fashionable for grownups 
these days, but active babies definitely 
need them for growth and energy. Serving 
Gerber’s Baby Cereals is a good way of 
providing those calories throughout the 
baby years. In addition, Gerber’s Cereals 
are enriched with blood-building iron, bone- 
building calcium and important B-vitamins. 
Rice, Barley, Oatmeal and Cereal Food 
(a mixed cereal). All pre-cooked and ready 
for instant use. 


Menu Magic! For free copy of “Recipes 
for Toddlers” write Gerber’s Baby Foods, 
Dept. TA9-4, Fremont, Michigan. 
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Blood taken from a donor is tested and typed and then placed in a refrigerated blood bank until there is a call for that type. 
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Blood Transfusions 


| LOOD TRANSFUSION is such a 

common medical procedure now- 
adays that there are few adults who have 
not had experience with it either in do- 
nating blood or in receiving it for the 
treatment of an illness. 

Even though most of us know in a 
general way how blood is taken and how 
it is administered to a patient, there are 
not many who know the interesting story 
of the development of the facts that make 
blood transfusion possible or anything 
about the complicated but necessary 
procedures carried out in the laboratory 
after blood is taken from a person and 
before it is given to a patient. 
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By Dr. Julian H. Lewis 
Author of “The Biology Of The Negro” 


Blood is a vital part of the body. It 
has a very intricate structure and it has 
many duties to perform. About one- 
thirteenth or approximately eight per 
cent of the weight of the body is made up 
of blood. For example, a man weighing 
150 pounds has about 12 pounds or 12 
pints of blood. Anyone who has bled 
freely, either because of an injury or 
because of some disease, knows that 
when blood first escapes from the body 
it is a free-flowing liquid but that when 
it stands for a few moments it changes 
into a soft jelly-like solid. 

This change is called clotting or coag- 
ulation. If clotted blood rests for a while 


in a container, it will squeeze out a clear 
yellow fluid called serum. Certain chem- 
icals, called anticoagulants, can be added 
to fresh blood that will keep it from 
clotting. 

However, if blood has been kept from 
clotting by an anticoagulant and is al- 
lowed to stand undisturbed in a vessel 
it will soon separate into two parts, 4 
clear yellow fluid on top called plasma 
and a dark red layer at the bottom. If 
a drop of the bottom layer is put under 
the microscope it will be found to consist 
of many tiny cells, some of which are 
red, called red blood cells or erythro 
cytes, and others which are colorless, 





called white blood cells or leucocytes. 
There are normally about 700-800 red 
cells to one white cell. 

Thus, we see that blood is composed 
of two parts in almost equal amounts, 
a fluid part and a solid part made up of 
many tiny cells. Under normal condi- 
tions, blood remains a fluid while in the 
body. It clots only when it is shed be- 
cause a part of the liquid plasma changes 
into a solid network of fine threads that 
entrap the blood cells. Therefore, serum 
is the same as plasma, minus this portion 
that becomes a solid. 

Both the liquid and the cells of blood 
have many important duties in the body. 
To mention some of these: they carry 
oxygen to all parts of the body; they dis- 
tribute food material to various cells; 
they help keep the body at a constant 
and uniform temperature; they distrib- 
ute water and regulate the amount that is 
to be retained in the body; they fight 
disease and destroy germs; they trans- 
port impurities to the organs that get 
rid of them. 

Because blood has so many important 
things to do, it is a serious condition 
when something happens to it. There are 
three major ways in which blood can be 
diseased and incapacitated: (1) there 
may be an excessive loss of blood either 
because of a hemorrhage or because of 
some disease that destroys blood faster 
than it can be renewed, (2) there may 
be a disease of the organs that form 
blood preventing their necessary func- 
tion, (3) there may be an excessive loss 
of the fluid portion of blood from such 
conditions as kidney disease, severe 
diarrhea, or continued vomiting. 

There are, of course, many other ways 
in which blood can be affected but they 
all act to prevent this all-important fluid 
from performing its vital functions. 

For centuries, doctors have recog- 
nized the desirability of restoring rapid- 
ly and artificially from outside sources 
the blood of patients who are severely 
deficient in it. It was natural that they 
first tried to put the blood of animals 
into the veins of sick people. What could 
be more logical than to take the blood 
of a strong healthy animal, say, for in- 
stance, a horse or a sheep, and inject it 
into an anemic human being? 

We have no hesitance about using 
antiserums from such animals to cure 
diphtheria or lockjaw, so why not use 
the entire blood? When this was first 


tried, it was found that the patients who 
received animal blood became violently 
ill and many of them died. Such prac- 
tices were of course discontinued. It 
was found that the animal blood when 
mixed with human blood caused the red 
blood cells to dissolve or to clump to- 
gether to form balls of cells large enough 
to block the blood vessels. 

Later on, an attempt was made to take 
blood from a healthy person and intro- 
duce it into the sick patient. This was 
considered a major operation and was 
performed in the following way: the 
patient and the healthy person were 
placed side by side on an operation table. 
A glass tube was tied into the arm artery 
of the well person and another one into 
the vein of the patient. The two tubes 
were connected by a small rubber hose 
and blood flowed from the artery into 
the vein. 

This proved to be a safer procedure 
than injecting animal blood. Neverthe- 
less, many people died as a result and 
exactly for the same reason as after re- 
ceiving animal blood; namely, the red 


blood cells were destroyed or became | 
clumped. There was at that time no way | 


to tell beforehand when it was safe to 
give human blood or when it was dan- 
gerous. Therefore, even this promising 
practice had to be discontinued. 

In 1900, an Austrian scientist, by the 
name of Landsteiner, took a_ small 
amount of blood from many people and 
separated each blood into its serum and 
red cells. He then mixed a drop of serum 
from one person with a drop of red cells 
from many others. He repeated this with 
the serum of another person, then an- 
other, until he had finally tested many 
different serums with the red blood cells 
of many people. With this simple ex- 
periment, he made a monumental dis- 
covery that makes modern blood trans- 





fusion a safe procedure. For this, he 
received the Nobel prize. 

Landsteiner’s experiment established 
the fact that there must be a certain 
pre-established relationship between the 
donor (the person who gives blood) and | 
the recipient (the person who receives 
blood). He found that the serum of one | 
person clumped the red blood cells of | 
some people but not those of others. | 
Since a person’s serum will not clump 
his own red blood cells then the blood 
cells of other (Continued on Page 68) | 


New Kubber 
NIPPLE COVERS 


Acsuke, 
STERILE STORAGE 


Davol Termi-Caps® will keep nipples 
sterile right up to feeding time. No in- 
verting of nipples for storage. No up- 
righting for feeding. Once you twist 
Termi-Cap in place, your hands never 
come in contact with the nipple. When 
you re-heat bottle, keep Termi-Cap in 
place . . . whisk it off when you're ready 
to feed baby. 


Davel Termi-Caps are also ideal for true 
terminal sterilization— which means that 
once formula cooking begins, the nipple 
is never exposed to air or touch until 
feeding starts. These convenient nipple 
covers were designed especially for the 
Davol “Anti-Colic’® Nurser but fit most 
all popular nursing units. Termi-Caps 
are only 10¢ each at your favorite drug 
or department store. 


For more detailed information on 
Termi-Caps and the Davol Nurser... as 
well as helpful hints on baby feeding and 
terminal sterilization 

... write for a free copy 

of “Baby Feeding 

Made Easier.” Just 

send your request 

to: Davol Rubber Sica 

Company, Dept. TA-4-9, 

Providence 2, R. I. 
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Select sound, fully-ripened, but soft 
peaches, peel, remove stones, then drop 
into slightly salted water. | in 


x 
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ing peaches and other light-colored fruits, add A.C.M. ascorbic-citric 
the sugar syrup to keep fruit from turning brown. Slice fruit directly 
into syrup and cover with syrup when containers are filled. 


Canning Time Again 


; ( HOMEMAKER looks with pride and satisfaction on well-stocked 

es of fruits and vegetables which she herself has canned. It is 

sier to plan meals when one has a backlog of home-preserved 

call upon. September is usually thought of as the “canning 

vecause fruits and vegetables have reached maturity and must 
canned, frozen, preserved or eaten at once. 

are the most popular fruit universally canned by homemakers 

tchens. Canning can be a chore unless the job is tackled sensibly. 

empt to can unless you have the proper equipment. Plan the 

efully and use only tested recipes that call for no guess work. 

any hasty experiments, for they may prove wasteful and all 

will have to be done over again. Home freezing of fruits and 

is another method that has become more common in recent Detin and peck Rglees or dies: in acer After fi 

to the reasonable price range of home freezers. Nothing can be lapping layers, without crushing. If can- clean 

warding than to know that you have done it yourself. ning whole peaches, use clingstone peaches. New 

















Fill jars to within 11% inches of top with 
hot syrup, 1 cup sugar to 2 of water. Put 
in nutmeg, cloves or cinnamon sticks. 





After filling jars, wipe sealing edge with a 
clean cloth to remove any fruit particles. 
Never try to do too much at a time. 








No wonder adorable little Terry 
Ann Johnson is such an alert, 
bright-eyed infant — both her par- 
ents are schoolteachers! 

Teaching school and raising a 
family are all in a day’s work for 
busy Mr. and Mrs. Henry John- 
son of New Orleans. Mrs. Johnson 
is also a member of her school’s 
P.T.A. executive committee. Her 
husband is a city recreation super- 
visor and Boy Scout committeeman. 


“When Beryl, our first child, was 
born, I asked my doctor about 
Carnation. He told me how safe 
and nourishing and digestible it is. 
Beryl thrived onit. And Terry Ann’s 
doing fine on Carnation, too.” 


For your baby —and for richer fla- 
vor in your cooking and baking, 
too—use double-rich Carnation — 
the milk that whips! 


Mrs. Johnson says, 
“Try this good flavor suggestion!” 


If you’ve used Carnation for only your 
baby’s formula, here’s an idea, Take 
what's left over in the can after making 
the formula, and use it in cream gravy. 
See what a grand flavor difference it 
makes. Rich Carnation even whips, Try 
it in coffee, wae 

and with fruits, : 
cereals and 
desserts, too. 
Then you'll see 
why Carnation 
is the world’s 
leading brand of 
evaporated milk! 


“from Contented Cows” 
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“We've raised one Carnation 
haby...now meet our 


second edition!” 


SAYS: 

Mrs. Henry Johnson 
Schoolteacher 

New Orleans, La. 








On advice of the Johnson’s doctor, 
Terry Ann was fed a Carnation for- 


mula from the beginning. 8 out of 
10 mothers who feed Carnation say, 


“My doctor recommended it.” 








Like so many homemakers, Mrs. 
Johnson uses Carnation in every rec- 
ipe that calls for milk. “It gives cus- 
tards, puddings and cream soups a 
double-rich goodness, "she says. 
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With the children tucked in for the 
night, the Johnsons enjoy coffee 
“creamed” with Carnation. Like mil- 
lions of coffee lovers, both prefer 
its richer, creamier flavor. 





WORLD'S LEADING BRAND OF EVAPORATED MILK 
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For only a fraction of a cent 


Calumet Baking Powder 
insures baking success! 















Does your figure fit the fashion as well as your clothes? 
remarkable, new FRONT ZIPPER 


SHAPE-O-LEITE 


nips waist “ provides uplift 
 slims silhouette — like nothing else can! 
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Picking an underfashion isn’t enough anymore 
t be selected to give you the smooth, 
inbroken silhouette! And anyone can 
lay’s trim, tapered, pencil slim shape 
markably different SHAPE-O-LETTE. 
P for instant FIT! No more stretching, 
ing . . . nO more cup pinching . . . no 
rolls—anywhere! Powerful, all Lastex 
ack provides firm comfortable sup- 
hout ugly crease marks. Here is an 
s all-in-one that is altogether the 
most daring, most exciting figure- 
Best of all—sensationally new, wonder- 
front-zipper SHAPE-O-LETTE costs little 
an longline bra alone! 


1. uphft bra 

2. plunge bra” 
3. warst mopper 
A 4 garter bet 


WHITE PINE BLUE BLACK 
Acup, 32-38 B cup, 34-40 C cup, 36-42 


WILCO FASHIONS CO., Dept. TF-216 
45 E. i7th St., N.Y. C. 

Ye Please rush your Frent-Zip SHAPE-O-LETTE 
ist Color Choice____ 2nd___ 


close 5.95 You pay postage. CO Send 
pay postage. 








front conforms te eny plunge neckline. 
Adjustable straps included. 


State 
Guarantee! If net delighted, | may return in 10 days! 
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Remove scalded Kerr lids from water, 
place on jars with sealing composition next 
to glass and screw the band tight. 








Place jars in canner rack, lower into boil- 
ing water which should cover jars at least 
one inch. Process 20 minutes. 
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Remove jars and set right side up on a 
cloth and out of a draft. Next day, remove 
bands, test for seal and store. 














My Husband 
Never Knew ... 


(Continued from Page 18) 


free. And when he started taking liberties 
of the rawest kind, I kicked his legs so 
hard he yelped and surged up, still hold- 
ing me so my arms were pinned to my 
sides. I kicked him again, and we crashed 
to the floor with such force I was stunned 
for a second. 

When I realized anything it was almost 
too late. Maybe he thought I’d relaxed 
because I’d given up. But what was hap- 
pening galvanized me into frantic action 
and I clawed his face and writhed free and 
ran out into the reception room, feeling 
my employer’s hands clutching at my 
smock. 

I didn’t see Tom sitting there, but the 
dentist did, and as I fled to the washroom, 
I heard him exclaim, “Why—uh—Mr. 
Manning! Uh—just a minute—just a 
minute and I'll be with you.” 

I glanced back and saw Tom standing 
up looking my way and saw my boss duck- 
ing back into his office. I went into the 
washroom, locked the door, and started 
bawling. I wanted my mother. I wished I 
was back home—regardless. 

When I came out into the reception room 
again, I’d bathed my face in cold water, 
fixed my hair, and straightened my 
rumpled uniform as well as I could. I 
edged into the room, ready to break for 
the hall if I even glimpsed my employer. 
But his office door was shut and I grabbed 
my jacket from the coat rack and was so 
busy looking back over my shoulder as I 
eased toward the outer door that when Tom 
spoke, it startled me and I almost jumped. 

“You needn’t be afraid,” he said quietly. 

I stared at him, a tall well dressed man 
whose brown eyes returned my glance 
with a look of such understanding, such 
sympathy that tears welled down my 
cheeks. 

He nodded toward the closed inner office 
door. “Did he—hurt you, Miss?” 

Mutely I shook my head. 

“You’re—leaving?” he asked. 

“Yes,” I sobbed. 

“Good,” he said approvingly. “Have you 
been paid?” 

“No,” I gulped, fumbling out my hand- 
kerchief from my smock pocket, “and I 
don’t want his old money!” 

“But you’ve earned it, haven’t you?” he 
asked. 

“I certainly have!” I declared. “But— 
but—” 

At that moment my employer came out 
of his office, all smiles now. Clearing his 
throat he said, “I’m ready for you now, 
Mr. Manning.” Then he looked at me and 


said as though surprised, “Why Dolly! 
Where are you going?” 

“She’s quitting,” Tom said curtly. 

“Not before her week’s up,” my em- 
ployer blustered. “If she does, she won’t 
get paid!” He glared at me angrily. 

“Doctor,” Tom said evenly, his tone 
laden with contempt, “I think you’d bet- 
ter pay this young lady what she has 
coming—and quickly!” He walked toward 
him, and the dentist backed into his office, 
holding up his hands placatingly. 

“All right, all right,” he agreed hur- 
riedly. “Just a second and I'll make out 
a check.” 

“No check, doctor,” Tom said harshly. 
“Cash. And come to think of it, you’d bet- 
ter add a hundred dollars to the amount 
she has coming.” 

My employer bleated, “A hundred dol- 
lars! Man, are you crazy?” 

“If this young lady should care to pre- 
fer charges against you,” Tom said coldly, 
“I'd testify for her. You ought to be 
ashamed, a man of your profession and 
your age! Molesting a child like this!” 

“This is—You’re trying to blackmail 
me!” the dentist yelled. , 

“Call it what you wish,” Tom snapped, 
“but do as I say or I might give you cause 
to place an assault charge against me!” 

“No rough stuff, no rough stuff,” my em- 
ployer said hastily. He unlocked a drawer 
in his desk and counted out some money. 
Tom picked it up and walked out and 
handed it to me, then I hurried out into the 
corridor, and when he walked with me 
toward the street, I said, “Thank you, mis- 
ter. But I don’t want this extra hundred 
dollars.” 

“Why not?” he laughed. “I guess you’re 
due it. You could have just about ruined 
him, you know. He got off cheap.” 

“Well,” I said doubtfully, “maybe you’re 
right. I guess I can sure use the money.” 


ELL, THAT’S HOW I met Tom. He 
got me a job as filing clerk at the 
distilling company where he was a sales- 
man, and as I soon learned from office talk, 
a very good one. He spent two-thirds of 
each month on the road. And each time 
he returned, we went out together, but al- 
though I had fallen for him almost from 
the day we met, I thought he was just be- 
ing nice to me—at first. However, his in- 
terest was greater than that, I soon re- 
alized—with delight. And six months later 
we were married. 

That was the most wonderful thing that 
ever happened to me. With my father as 
an example, I hadn’t dreamed how fine 
marriage could be. For Tom was every- 
thing my father was not—gentle, con- 
siderate in every way. And the grandest 
lover! 

The only flaw was his being out of town 
so much, although each homecoming was a 
new honeymoon. But I missed him dread- 
fully when he was away. Yet I did not 
complain because I knew he was working 
harder than ever in order to take care of 


the added expense of a house and a wife 
so that he could still save as much as be- 
fore towards starting his own liquor dis- 
tributing business. So I resigned myself 
to being without him much of the time for 
the next two years, the period he figured 
it would require him to get enough money 
for that purpose. 

About the third month of our marriage I 
had a bright idea—I thought. I'd get my 
old job back at the distillery and help Tom 
save the money he needed. And when he . 
came home from his next trip, I told him 
my plan. 

“Well sweetie!” he laughed, “So my 
little girl wants to help her old man, eh?” 

“She sure does,” I declared, snuggling 
against him. “Your little girl gets mighty 
lonesome when her old man isn’t around. 
And I thought maybe I could help so— 
o—" 

“So, what?” Tom teased. 

“So you’d be home all the time a little 
sooner than you plan,” I told him, hug- 
ging him around his waist. 

Tom pushed me away gently and gave 
me a searching look. “There wouldn’t be 
any other reason you'd like me home soon- 
er, would there?” 

“Why—why of course not,” I exclaimed. 
“Is it wrong for me to want my husband 
home all of the time?” 

“Oh,” Tom said, sounding let down. 
“For a minute I thought—Oh well, never 
mind.” 

I gazed at him, perplexed. Then it 
dawned on me: Tom had hoped that I was 
going to have a baby! And had been dis- 
appointed to find that I wasn’t. 

“I’m sorry, Tom,” I said. 

“Sorry about what, sweetie?” he asked, 
pretending not to understand. 

“I didn’t know you wanted children,” I 
replied. “I’m sorry I’ve failed you.” 

Tom yanked me into his arms and kissed 
me several times, then said, “Hey look 
now, baby—I didn’t mean what you seem 
to think, really. Sure, I want children, 
but—” 

“I want them too,” I said muffledly. 

“And we'll have them,” Tom said, giv- 
ing me a reassuring squeeze. “But don’t 
go getting worked up because we haven’t 
got one started yet. After all, darling, 
we've only been married two or three 
minutes.” 

“Three months,” I corrected. “Three 
months and two days.” 

“Well, don’t fret, babe,” he begged. 
“Just let good old Mother Nature take her 
course.” 

But good old Mother Nature sure took 
her time, because another three months 
slipped by without a sign that she was on 
the job. Tom tried to make a joke of it, 
and for a while he asked for a “progress 
report” each time he was home. But as 
more months went by and nothing hap- 
pened, he apparently sensed that I was 
worrying a lot and ceased asking. 

By then I was more than worried, espe- 
cially as the young couple next door had 
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a lovely baby—a boy. And they had mar- 
ried a month before we did. Could any- 
thing be wrong with me, I wondered? 

I had gotten in the habit of running next 
door to chat with the young mother and 
wistfully watch her taking care of her 
healthy baby, and one day after she had 
permitted me to hold the cuddlesome little 
bundle, I told her about my failure to be- 
come pregnant and she advised me to see 
her doctor. And when I said I would, she 
telephoned and made an appointment with 
him for me for the next day. 

| dreaded having an examination but | 
got over most of it when I met Dr. Gray, 
a middle-aged, greying man with a kindly 
manner. After listening to my story, he 
called in his nurse and for the next two 
hours they gave me what undoubtedly 
was a very thorough going over. 

Two days later I returned to the doctor’s 
office to hear his report. I was very ner- 
vous, hoping for the best, fearing the 
worst. If anything was wrong with me, 
I felt as though Id just die! 

And what a glorious feeling it was when 
Dr. Gray told me at once that my fears 
were probably groundless. “You're per- 
fectly normal, Mrs. Manning,” he assured 
me with a smile. “I had suspected there 
might be a growth on your cervix—the 
opening of the womb. That is a common 
cause of failure to conceive. But there was 
none, I’m glad to say. And your seminal 
fluid checks out nicely. Also the fluid from 
the vagina. Sometimes that natural: secre- 
tion is of such a nature as to kill the 
sperm—the male egg, but yours was 
benign.” 

“Then I’m really all right?” I demanded 
eagerly. “I can have a child?” 

“Dozens of them,” he assured me with 
a laugh. “But while I’m almost certain, 
I'd still like you to take the Rubin test. 
I will arrange for it at one of the hos- 
pitals % 

“The Rubin test?” I exclaimed. “What’s 
that?” 

“Don’t look so alarmed,” the doctor 
smiled. “The worst part of it is the cost— 
about thirty dollars.” 

‘That part’s okay,” I said, “but this 
test—?” 

“Oh, its simply to determine if there is 
any obstruction of your fallopian tubes,” 
he explained. “Those tubes lead from the 
ovaries to the womb. If they are obstruct- 
ed, the ovum, or matured egg, cannot come 
in contact with the sperm, or male seed, 
which pierces and fertilizes the ovum. Do 
you follow me?” 

I nodded, then asked, “Will ihis—this 
test hurt, Doctor?” 

‘Not at all,” Dr. Gray told me. “But it 
requires hospital facilities. Actually, it is 
very simple: Carbon dioxide gas is forced 
through the womb and the fallopian tubes. 
if both tubes are open, the gas goes 
through into the stomach. If there is an 
obstruction, the gas will stop there.” 

I had the test—and to my great relief, 
there was no obstruction. And I checked 
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okay on a basic metabolism test and a 
blood count. 

“Well, Mrs. Manning,” Dr. Gray told 
me, “I can find no reason why you can- 
not bear children. No reason at all.” 

“That’s wonderful!” I cried. Then my 
uprush of joy tapered off. “But why 
haven’t I had one by now?” I asked slowly. 

“I can only guess,” the physician told 
me, “and since I know that the trouble is 
not with you, my guess naturally would 
be that it is with your husband. And I'd 
suggest that he have a thorough physical 
examination.” 

I stared at him for a few seconds, 
stunned by the implication of what he had 
said for it had to be true! But I said, 
“T’ll talk to him about it, doctor.” 

Yet I didn’t. I just couldn’t. To sug- 
gest such a possibility to such a virile, 
glowingly healthy man like Tom would 
surely hurt his pride—especially if it 
proved true. Knowing how awful I'd felt 
—like a half-woman—when I only sus- 
pected I was not capable of child-bearing, 
I could imagine how much worse it would 
be for my husband if he discovered he was 
sterile. And as more months passed, I be- 
came more miserable than ever; and I de- 
cided that even if Tom thought it was my 
fault that we had no children, I'd rather 
have him think it than to know the real 
truth. 

I was no longer disappointed when my 
“low time” came like clockwork each 
month, although previously I had been not 
only disappointed but very much upset, 
knowing that it meant I was not yet preg- 
nant. And now I thought sadly that I 
would never be. 

It had been a long time since Tom had 
mentioned children when one evening he 
turned on our television set and it worked 
so poorly he asked me to have it serviced 
before he returned from his next trip. The 
only program we could get at all clearly 
was a play in which a childless couple 
found happiness through adopting a baby 
girl. 

I was wondering whether that was the 
only solution to our problem when Tom 
echoed my thoughts by saying, “Dolly— 
why don’t we adopt a kid?” 

Thinking that was one thing. Hearing 
Tom suggest it was another. And I reacted 
by saying, “But surely we'll have our own 
children sooner or later, dear!” 

“Maybe,” Tom replied, a faint bitterness 
in his tone, “and maybe not.” 

His meaning was perfectly clear and I 
was cut to the quick, knowing the fault was 
not mine. I felt tears brimming in my eyes, 
and seeing them, Tom was instantly con- 
trite. 

“I’m sorry I said that honey,” he said 
with gruff tenderness as he took me into 
his arms. “I’m just over-anxious I guess. 
You see, hon, I’ve always dreamed of hav- 
ing children, especially sons. But let’s 
forget it until God blesses us with some 
babes, okay?” 

I nodded numbly, knowing that neither 


of us could possibly forget it. But, maybe 
a miracle would happen. If only it would! 
For now that I knew how much a son 
would mean to my husband, I also realized 
what never having one would mean to 
him. I had to give Tom a son. But that 
was a silly thought, for how could I alone 
produce a child? 


M LEFT IN mid-morning for his 

road trip. I still had on my best negli- 
gee and slippers and little else when short- 
ly before noon the doorbell rang. As I went 
to answer it, I wondered who it could be. 
We had few callers. I dismissed the pos- 
sibility that it might be someone from the 
company from whom we’d bought our tele- 
vision set, for I’d telephoned them only an 
hour previously. 

But when I opened the door, it was a 
television service man, for he told me that 
he’d come in response to my call. I led 
him into the living room, struck by his 
general resemblance to Tom, for he was 
big in a sort of rangy way like Tom, and 
had black, crisp hair and smooth tan skin 
like my husband. And for no reason 
which I can explain, | knew I had the 
answer to my problem! 

“Here’s our set,” I told the young man, 
hiding the excitement I was starting to feel 
as my idea took root in my mind. “I do 
hope you can fix it.” As I spoke I allowed 
a faintly caressing note to creep into my 
voice and I noticed how his eyes—brown 
like Tom’s—widened as he took in my 
somewhat revealing garb. 

“What—uh—what seems to be the 
trouble?” he asked, obviously having 
trouble with his voice —and his eyes. 

“Maybe I’m lonesome,” I replied, de- 
liberately misunderstanding. “My husband 
spends most of his time out of town.” 

He practically gulped before he was able 
to speak, then he blurted, “That’s—uh— 
too bad. About your husband. But—but I 
meant about your television set.” 

I opened my eyes wide and drawled, 
“Oh! that.” I shrugged and strolled into 
the next room, the dining room, knowing 
that the bright sunlight which flooded in 
through its windows was clearly outlining 
my body through my filmy negligee. “All 
we can get on it is snow storms.” 

“Yeah,” he muttered letting out a deep 
breath. “Yeah, I see.” 

I didn’t have to turn around to know his 
eyes were on me, for I felt them like twin 
points of fire, but I looked at him over 
my shoulder and asked, “What do you 
see?” 

“Plenty,” he answered hoarsely, walking 
slowly toward me. “And lady, you know 
it!” 

I turned and faced him, a provocative 
smile on my face. “Supposing I do?” } 
demanded. 

He was within a couple of feet of me 
and his eyes were glowing. I didn’t move, 
even when our bodies touched, but looked 
up at him, my lips moist and half parted, 
feeling the tremor which made him tremble 








visib! 
groal 
kisse 
was i 
I |. 
react! 
me. | 
done. 
myse. 
pregn 
him s 
do to 
For 
it wa: 
abanc 
tempt 
beyon 
savag 
savag 
other 
the te 
minut 
Ho} 
never 
own | 
strang 
now, | 
that v 
But 
when 
enoug 
I hop 
happi 
questi 
I wou 
I wz 
—and 
ule. I 
it wot 
other 
badly, 
I dare 
Aw 
one m«¢ 
ing th 
the do 
“Ws 
trans fe 
and—: 
sorry — 
He 
and | 
also k 
tween 
though 
would: 
ready 
do wh. 
“Do 
smile, 
for a1 
“Vo 
almost 
“Tm 
He 
stepper 
put my 
Say sol 
kiss an 
his arr 
to min 








yisibly. Suddenly he uttered a half-stifled 
groan and grabbed me into his arms and 
kissed me so violently the taste of blood 
was in my mouth and I went limp... . 

I lay across my bed weeping harshly as 
reaction to what I had done seeped through 
me. Or ... perhaps it wasn’t what I had 
done; and it did not help at all to assure 
myself that I’d done it hoping to be made 
pregnant—for Tom’s sake, because I loved 
him so much there was nothing I wouldn’t 
do to give him what he wanted. 

For when I told myself that—true though 
it was—I remembered with hot shame how 
abandonedly I’d acted when, after having 
tempted that young television service man 
beyond endurance, he had seized me so 
savagely and I had responded with equal 
savagery ... for we’d even bitten each 
other like—like sex-crazy animals during 
the tempestuous fury of those flaming few 
minutes there in my own dining room! 

How could I ever face Tom again? 
never acted like that even with him, 
own husband! And yet, with a complete 
stranger whose name I didn’t know even 
now, | had—acted like—like a hussy. But 
that was something I must forget. I must! 

But it wasn’t easy to forget. especially 
when Tom was home. Yet strangely 
enough, my feeling for him deepened. And 
I hoped that soon I could give him the 
happiness of a child which he would un- 
questioningly accept as his own. And only 
I would know the real father—‘‘Mr. X.” 

I waited tensely for the end of the month 
—and my “low time” came right on sched- 
ule. I had expected that, but I hoped that 


I'd 


my 


it would be different next time. But an- 
other month went by—and I really felt 
badly, because I knew my “sacrifice’”—if 


I dared call it that—had been in vain. 

A week later I answered the door bell 
one morning to find him—‘Mr. X” 
ing there. Instinctively I started to close 
the door. 

“Wait—please,” 
transferred to another part of the country 
and—and I just wanted you to know I’m 
sorry I acted as I did that day!” 

He looked younger than I remembered 
and I knew he and | 
also knew that what had happened be- 
fault. And the 


stand- 


he begged. “I’m being 


was a decent boy, 
tween us was strictly my 


thought came that . one more try . . 
wouldn’t hurt anyone any more than it ry 
ready had. And maybe this time it would 
do what I hoped for. 
“Don’t be sorry,” I 


smile, my tone friendly. 


told him with a 
“But do come in 
for a minute, won’t you?” 
“You’re sure you want me to?” he asked 
almost bashfully. 

“I'm very sure,” I murmured. 

He hesitated then said, “Okay.” 
stepped inside and I closed the door and 
He started to 


say something but I stopped him with a 


and 
put my arms around him. 


kiss and for an instant he went rigid, then 
his arms gripped me, his lips responded 


to mine, gently at first, then fiercely. And 


neither of us said another word, then, or 
later 

Looking back on it, it all seems strange, 
But I know quite well it was very 
real! Yet now, two full months later, I 
also knew it had not accomplished the re- 
sult it was intended to. And I was not only 
right back at the point where Tom had 
suggested adopting a baby, but even worse, 
my conscience was whipping me constant- 
ly. I knew that I couldn’t take it much 
longer—I’d have to tell Tom. And that 
would be the For me it would. 

Several times I tried to work up courage 
enough to explain to Tom that the way I’d 
been acting—not glance, 
shrinking from his touch—was not because 
I didn’t love him, 
ing to believe, but because I’d been a fool 
—a stupid, silly fool. But each time I just 
couldn’t bring myself to do it. 

Instead, I’d get a lump in my throat and 
break down and cry; and when Tom would 
look at me troubledly then try to take me 
into his arms and comfort me, I’d break 
away and run into the bedroom and lock 
the door and really bawl. 

And when Tom left for his road trip that 
time, he did so if not in anger, then cer- 
tainly in cold silence. And I knew that I 
must either conquer my terrible feeling of 
guilt and become again the gay, loving 
wife I had been or make my confession and 
And that is what I decided 


unreal. 


very end. 


meeting his 


as I’m sure he was com- 


get it over with. 
to do: Confess. 
But—I didn’t. Because it suddenly oc- 
curred to me that maybe, despite all the 
medical tests I'd had. that the fault might 
be mine after all! For when I got to 
thinking about it, it seemed rather unlike- 
ly that two such splendid male specimens 
as “Mr. X” and Tom would both be sterile. 
I went at once to Dr. Gray. I lied 

and told him that my husband, who was 
on the road more than he 
had been examined by doctors in another 


was in town, 
city and pronounced perfectly able to fath- 
er a child. So the in me. 
Wasn’t that so? 

Dr. Gray listened 
burst 
tion, gazed at me thoughtfully, then asked 


trouble must be 


closely to my out- 


, but instead of answering my ques- 


one of his own. 

“You say your husband is out of town a 
lot, Mrs. Manning. I'd like to know first 
if he has a regular schedule. That is, does 
he come and go at the same times each 
month?” 


“Why—yes 


“Can you give me 


Doctor,” he does Why?” 
the exact dates?” 

“He goes out on his trips on the fourth 
of the month and returns on the twenty- 
fifth. 

“T wish you had 
now,” Dr. Gray sighed. 
“But why?” I asked. 

that we aren’t together enough?” 
“No, I don’t mean 
I mean that you are 


mentioned this before 
“Do you mean that 


The physician smiled. 
that. not together at 
the right times. apparently. In fact, I’m 
that your husband’s work 


almost positive 


takes him away at exactly the wrong times, 
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if you ever expect to have children.’ 

I gazed at him uncomprehendingly. 
“But I always thought it was a little before 
or after the—the—” 

“Menstrual period,” the doctor supplied. 

“Yes. A few days before or after. that a 
woman gets—caught. That’s why I was 
so sure that something was wrong. because 
Tom is always at home at such times.” 

“That could happen.” Dr. Gray admit- 
ted, “but usually not. You see, Mrs. Man- 
ning. except for a certain few days of the 
month. usually between the tenth and the 
seventeenth, which is the period of ovula- 
tion, it is impossible for a woman to con- 
ceive.” 

“T don’t know what 
means,” I told him. 

“Tl put it as simply as I can,” 
“The ovum is the female reproductive 
cell. Approximately two weeks after the 
menstrual period, an ovum, or several, 
escapes from the ovary. If, at this time, 


‘ovulation period’ 


he said. 


| the ovum is fertilized by the male germ 
Natural oF, 
..$5.75 5 | 


cell, or spermatozoon, conception results. 
You follow me?” 

“Yes. I think so,” I replied. “But how 
does one know when this—this ovulation 
period is going on?” 

“You don’t usually,” Dr. Gray told me. 
“Some women ovulate as early as the sixth 
or seventh day of the menstrual cycle and 
some as late as the twenty-second, but these 


j | are not typical. According to modern medi- 


cal findings, the thirteenth day is the most 
fruitful. Do you understand now?” 

I nodded. “One thing more, Dr. Gray: 
How do you figure out the—what did you 
call it?—the menstrual cycle?” 

“You count the first day of your period 
as the first day of the cycle,” the doctor 
explained patiently. 

“Gosh, I wish there was some way to 
know the exact day to get results,” I sighed. 

“There is a way, Mrs. Manning. I can 
remember when we had no means of de- 
termining it. But now we know that the 
ovulation period is almost always accom- 
panied by a drop in normal temperature, 
then a sharp rise of as much as three de- 
grees. If you kept a temperature chart you 
could find out for yourself.” 

“Doctor,” I said fervently, “You don’t 
know how much better you’ve made me 
feel!” I exhaled deeply, adding, “I’m sure 
you've found the trouble.” 

“Maybe.” 
ling, “you’d better accompany your hus- 
band on his trips for a while.” 

“That’s an idea,” I laughed. “I'll either 
do that or make him stay at home!” 

When I left Dr. Gray. I felt as if I were 
walking on air. The only possible reason 
that Tom and I wouldn't have children 
now was if Tom really was sterile. I’d lied 

Dr. Gray about his having been ex- 
amined and checked out okay in order to 
rule Tom out of his considerations, for I 
had been convinced I was to blame. 

In any event, I now had a good excuse 
to discuss the matter with my husband, 
and I did, the minute he got home from his 





he suggested, his eyes twink- 





next trip. In fact. I was lurking by the 
door when he entered and before he could 
put down his traveling bag, I hurled my. 
self into his arms. 

“Hey. what’s going on around here?” 
Tom demanded, half-laughing and _ half. 
growling as he dropped his grip and put 
his arms around me. 

“Kiss me!” I commanded. And when 
he obeyed, I mumbled, “Again!” and 
“A gain!” 

When finally I slipped out of his arms 
Tom gazed at me, his look a mixture of 
gladness and perplexity. “Dolly—what’s 
the score?” he asked. “Is the big freeze 
over? And if so, why?” 

“Would you like a lady companion on 
your selling trips?” I inquired. 

Tom’s face wrinkled in a quizzical smile. 
“Come again?” 

“Or would you prefer to remain home 
all the time with the lady?” I asked sweet- 
ly. 

Tom poked his hat back and scratched 
his head slowly. “Dolly, what in the devil 
are you getting at?” he demanded. 

“One or the other,” I said brightly. “You 
decide which.” 

“Which what?” Tom yelled, advancing 
on me. “You either tell me what you're 
talking about or ’II—T’ll spank you!” 

“I'd love that, darling!” 

“Dolly!” 

“Well, it’s like this,” I explained, “the 
reason we haven’t had any babies is that 
you are never at home during the period 
of ovulation. And if you don’t believe me. 
ask my doctor. So—either I tag along with 
you, or you stay home with me.” 

Tom picked up his bag and took my 
hand and led me into our bedroom. There 
he put his bag down, and led me to the 
kitchen. “How about a cup of coffee for 
a tired traveling salesman?’ he asked. 

“But Tom—” 

“Coffee, woman!” 

I got him coffee and placed it before 
him as he sat down by the kitchen table. 
“Anything else, sir?” I asked meekly. 

“Yeah,” Tom drawled. “Sit down and 
tell me all about it. Especially that evolu- 
tion thingamajig.” 

I sat down—on his lap. 
I corrected primly, 
Now sit still while 


“Ovulation 
period,” “not evolu- 
tion or thingamajig. 
Mama explains .. .” 

Tom sat still—very still, while I told 
him of my and all the doctor had 
told me on my last visit, ending up by 


suggesting that Tom have a going over 


“tests,” 


himself. 

“Great guns!” Tom exclaimed, “What 
a comedy of errors!” 

“Comedy?” I exploded. 

“Not such much comedy as errors,”” Tom 


laughed. “You see, dear, I had a very 
thorough examination before we married, 
and there’s not a thing wrong with me. 
And when so much time passed and we 
failed to produce an offspring, well— 
frankly I thought it was your fault.” He 
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chuckled, “and you were probably blam- 
ing me.” 
“Well,” I admitted, “such thoughts may 


have crossed my mind.” I laid my hand 
upon his and asked, “So which is it, dar- 
ling? Do I go on your trips or—” 

“Are you kidding?” Tom demanded. 
“You'll stay home, where you belong— 
with me. Maybe you’ve forgotten, but we 
will have been married two years on the 
twenty-fifth of this month—four days from 
now. And I’m resigning my job to start 
my own business. So—” 

So now, a little over a year later, I have 
given Tom what he wanted—two of them 
in fact, twin boys. But Id like a girl, 
also. In fact, I’d like several more chil- 
dren, and I have no doubt that I'll have 
them since Tom also wants a_ bigger 
family. 

By now my memories of “Mr. X” are 
fading away, although I feel guilty each 
time they recur. I'll regret what I did as 
long as I live, but I’m so very glad I didn’t 
tell Tom; and I’ve learned to pray that 
my sin will be forgiven me. I’ve also 
learned that no one should ever try to take 
in his own hands matters which are not 


in man’s realm, but God’s. THE END 








Teen Talk 
(Continued from Page 12) 


vocational guidance and it is a service 
which most schools offer. It doesn’t push 
you into any particular field, it merely 
helps you find out enough about yourself 
and your qualifications to make a fairly 
accurate decision. 

No easy job this. It takes a lot of time, 
a great deal of thinking and some research 
which includes reading books to learn 
something about different kinds of jobs; 
studying workers on their jobs and talk- 
ing with people about what they do. 

Just in case you are one of the people 
who prefer to work with your hands, get to 
it, But don’t think you can go into that 
haphazardly either, for most jobs of that 
sort require a great deal of skill. Getting 
a job is a give-and-take affair and your 
part is having services to offer with a little 
skill thrown in and a little knowledge of 
the business surrounding the job. 

Some of you are probably disturbed be- 
cause you have changed your mind several 
times about the type of work you want to 
do and are wondering whether you will be 
able to stick to a job long enough to be- 
come a success at it. This is nothing to be 
alarmed about. A great many of you will 
change many times, for it is worthless to 
stick to something you find unsuitable. 
However, you will find that every experi- 
ence you have will be of some value to you 
in the future. 

One expert on career selection says: 
“Many people regarded as successful have 
made changes in their life work. Usually, 
it is a sign of growth, not failure. It re- 
quires courage to evaluate oneself and to 
enter a new work.” 


Why Some 
Women 
Never 
Marry 


(Continued from Page 11) 





After all, 7 was the guilty one, not Betty. 
I dragged myself to bed, too exhausted 
emotionally to care what happened to me. 

did not want even to think about the 
past, present or future. 

But you can never make your mind a 
complete blank and as I huddled my shame 
to me in the darkness, I relived the pas- 
sion-filled drama that had taken place— 
so it seemed—an eternity ago. 

Actually, it had all occurred three or 
four hours before, during a date that had 
started out like all the others I’d had with 
Emory Welsh. He and I had been seeing 
each other for several months. I consid- 
ered him the nicest fellow I had met since 
coming to New York a little more than a 
year previously. 

For a smalltown girl, wide-eyed and in- 
nocent as they come, I had been very lucky, 
for within a week of my arrival in the city 
I had found a good job and met Betty 
Adams, who invited me to share her big 
double room in a private residence. It 
worked out fine because my living expenses 
were only half what they might have been. 

In addition, Betty served as my com- 
panion and tutor as well. She was a native 
New Yorker and so much wiser in the 
ways of big city life that I asked her ad- 
vice and followed her suggestions on al- 
most everything. 

But there was one thing I could not 
bring myself to accept—that was the hard- 
boiled attitude of Betty and her friends 
toward love and romance. To my unac- 
customed ears it sounded as if the only 
thing they ever discussed was sex. And 
as I got to know them better, I discovered 
that they did more than just talk about it. 

“Let’s face it, Muriel,” Betty laughed 
one night when I mentioned my misgivings 
“That’s what makes the world 
Don’t tell me you didn’t learn 
down there in 


to her, 
’round. 
about the birds and bees 
Richmond.” 

“I’m not that dumb,” I protested. “It’s 
just that—well, girls just didn’t act that 
way.” 

She patted my hand indulgently. “You 
mean you didn’t, honey,” she said. “Maybe 
the girls in your home town don’t talk 
about their affairs, but you can believe 
me when [ tell you they have them!” 

I shook my head firmly. “They waited 
until they were married, and that’s what 
I intend to do. How do you and your 
friends ever expect to get a husband, the 
way you play around?” 

“You've got the wrong idea, Muriel,’ 
she replied. “We don’t ‘play around.’ 
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We’re just honest enough to admit we’re 
human and if we like a guy—” She smiled 
and waved her hand in the air. 

I stared at her. “No nice girl would 
ever—” 

“The old double standard, hunh?” she 
cut in, “One for men and one for women. 
I'll bet you change your tune inside six 
months—” 

“Never! I don’t ever want to change!” 
I declared emphatically. 


A™® I MEANT every word. Betty’s 

whole attitude was shocking and I 
promised myself I would never submit to 
any man’s advances merely because I 
liked him or because everyone else was 
doing the same thing. I was positive I 
could never forget the strict moral teach- 
ings of my parents. I wanted to keep my- 
self pure for the man I hoped someday to 
marry. 

So, while I personally liked Betty and 
most of her friends, I never really became 
a part of that bunch. It soon became ap- 
parent that the fellows I met through them 
quickly lost interest in me after discover- 
ing I was a virgin and intended to remain 
one. Consequently, I began looking for 
friends outside Betty’s sophisticated circle. 

From the beginning, Emory seemed to 
be the answer to my search; he was a per- 
fect gentleman and I became very fond of 
him as time went on. He was tall and 
handsome, not in the “pretty boy” sense, 
but in a rugged, athletic way. I remem- 
ber how Betty fairly swooned when she 
first saw him. 

“IT could go for a man like that!” she 
told me later. 

“But you'll never get the chance, dar- 
ling,” I said evenly. “I'll see to that.” 

She laughed good naturedly. “I was 
only kidding. But with the present man 
shortage, you'd better watch out for these 
frantic she-wolves,” she warned. 

But I wasn’t worried. Emory devoted all 
his time and attention to me and I had 
hopes that eventually he would ask me to 
marry him. I already knew what my an- 
swer would be because I had fallen in 
love with him and longed to hear him tell 
me that he felt the same way. 

As I said, our last date started out just 
the same as all the others. Then. after the 
movie, Emory invited me up to his apart- 
ment for a nightcap. I trusted him com- 
pletely and saw nothing wrong in it, so I 
agreed. As we rode up to his apartment 
in the self-service elevator he suddenly 
reached out and pulled me to him. 

“Did I remember to tell you how lovely 
you are tonight?” he asked softly. 

Then, before I could answer he had 
taken me in his arms and kissed me full 
on the lips. It was not the first time we'd 
kissed, of course, but never like that. My 
legs became unhinged at the knees and 
coursed 


strangely disturbing sensations 


through my body. Involuntarily. I clung 
to him and returned his kiss with a fervor 


that surprised us both. 


The elevator slid to a halt and Emory 
said, “Let’s continue this discussion inside, 
shall we?” 

I tried to smile, but could manage only 
a shaky. self conscious grin. I felt that | 
should turn around and leave immediately, 
and at the same time every fiber of my be- 
ing yearned for the thrill of his embrace, 

Once inside his apartment, I became a 
prisoner of my own emotions. After the 
first drink he served me I knew I should 
leave. but I lingered. Then he started 
making love to me and all my judgment of 
right and wrong vanished at his touch. | 
knew only that something new and mo. 
mentous was happening to me; passions 
that I never knew existed burst into flame 
in my heart and my tingling lips could not 
get enough of his kisses. 

Finally. I pulled away from him and 
tried to regain my composure. 

“What’s the matter. darling?” he asked. 

“I—I don’t know,” I faltered. “I never 
felt this way before. I’m afraid.” 

“Of me?” - 

I shook my head quickly. “Oh, no! 
You're sweet and kind and—” I laughed 
shakily. “I guess it’s me I’m afraid of,” | 
confessed. 

He slid along the sofa until he was close 
to me again. “There’s nothing to be 
frightened of, Muriel,” he said softly. 
“You can’t go around being afraid of life.” 

“This is life?” I asked, trying to ignore 
the way my heart pounded at his nearness. 

Emory nodded. “Life can be beautiful— 
but only if you live it to the fullest.” 

For some reason, I thought of Betty and 
the philosophy I'd heard her express so 
many times. Had I changed, as she pre- 
dicted | would? I was well aware of what 
would happen if I did not call a halt to 
my runaway emotions, but _ strangely 
enough, I no longer cared about “protect- 
ing my honor” as it says in the books. 

And lying on my bed, suffering in- 
describable pangs of guilt, I could not even 
console myself with the thought that all the 
blame was Emory’s. He had not forced 
me to do anything against my will; I was 
just as responsible as he for what had 
followed those burning kisses and torrid 
embraces. 

| remembered how I wanted his arms 
tight around me, how my eager lips hun- 
gered for his kisses. Caught up in a whirl 
pool of turbulent passions, I was at the 
mercy of physical desires that were too 
powerful to resist. All I knew or cared 
about was that he was a man and I was a 
woman, and together we soared to the 
heights of love. 


> 


| OW THE AFTERMATH, and the re- 
morse. I felt that I was unworthy of 
any man because of what I had done and 
that I could never again face Emory. | 
would carry my shame around in my heatt. 
a permanent barrier to the love and hay- 
piness of marriage that other women could 
enjoy. but which I had tossed away in one 
moment of moral weakness. 
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I purposely did not see Emory again, 
even though I realized I could never forget 
him. But as time passed I discovered that 
even the most serious sin loses some of its 
original vividness. I had to admit to my- 
self that I was the same girl who had ven- 
tured to New York a year ago. True, I 
was no longer a virgin but I began to won- 
der if Betty was right—that made me no 
better or no worse than I was before. 

Still, I could not get rid of the guilty 
feeling that I had broken a strict moral 
law and that I would be atoning for that 
transgression for the rest of my life. I 
fnally reached the point where I felt I 
needed outside help. Fortunately, the de- 
partment store where I worked as a sales 
clerk had a woman physician for its female 
employees. After much hesitation, I took 
my problem to her. In the course of her 
discussions with me I got a whole new ap- 
proach to the subject. 

I learned, for example, that there are 
six or seven million women in this coun- 
try who will go through life without hus- 
bands whether they want to or not. The 
main reason for this is the simple fact 
that there are more women than men in 
this country. 

J. B. Rice, in a recent 
article points out, “It isn’t as easy as it 
used to be, then, for a girl to find a mate 
these days. And her life is made even 
more difficult by the reluctance of so many 
men to marry. There are about four mil- 
lion men over 45 (bachelors and widow- 
ers) who are apparently satisfied to get 
along without women—apparently.” 


magazine 


This scarcity of available men _ has 
changed the behavior patterns of many 


modern women and as a result society’s at- 
titude toward “chastity” 
before marriage has undergone a corre- 
sponding change. Dr. Alfred Kinsey and 
his associates found that while only 14 per 
cent of the women born before 1900 had 
any premarital intercourse by the time 
they reached 25, 39 per cent of those born 
after the turn of the century had such ex- 
periences. 


and sex freedom 


The Kinsey researchers also discovered 
that among those women remained 
virgins until marriage. only half of them 
did so because of 
number feared discovery 
“Moral” 
per cent interviewed as the reason for re- 
maining virgins. 


who 
“no desire.” a similar 
and 
considerations were given by 89 


pregnancy. 


Some revealing figures are contained in 


a chart based on data gathered by Dr. 
Lewis M. Terman. A group of middle 


class married women were interviewed. Of 
those born before 1890, 87 per cent were 
virgins at the time of marriage and 13 per 
cent were not; of between 
1890 and 1899, 74 per cent were virgins, 
26 per cent were not; of those in the 1900- 
1910 age group, 51 per cent were virgins 
and 49 per cent not. Dr. 
that less than one-third (32 per cent) of 
the women born after 1910 were virgins 


women born 


Terman found 


when they married and 68 per cent were 


not. In every age group. it was noted, fully 
two-thirds of the non-virgins had prema- 
rital intercourse only with the men they 
later married. 

Another set of facts compiled by Dr. 
Terman, based on now-married middle 
class women, shows that the majority of 
non-virgins (24%) 
with the men they 
cent with one other man; 
from two to five other men; 
per cent with six or more men. 

In his provocative article, Dr. Rice states 
that 
America can’t rear 
men to go around- 
go around with more than one woman... 
The only other solution that I can think 
of is some form of legalized or socially 
Multiple marriage is 


had intercourse only 
later married; 6 per 
5 per cent with 
and only 


“A simple count of noses shows that 
enough 
-unless some of them 


home-grown 


accepted polygamy. 
many parts of the world to- 


practiced 
day, and it often works smoothly . . 

While admitting that it would be dif- 
ficult to change the majority of public 
opinion to that extent, Dr. Rice adds, “That 
a minority will embrace a kind of poly- 
gamous relationship gladly is proved, how- 
ever, by the hundreds of thousands who 
have already defied conventions by ac- 
cepting the socially-disapproved variety 
provided by ‘left-handed’ apartments. 
These girls may never have heard of the 
numerical inequality of the sexes, but the 


common observation, ‘If there isn’t some- 


thing wrong with him, he’s already mar- 
ried, shows that they are feeling its ef- 
fects.” 


The author presents several convincing 
arguments in favor of his rather startling 
the men” plan. “Naturally, 
girl wants to have a man all her own and 
for keeps,” 
begin to realize that their choice is half a 
man or none, many of them will make 
conscious effort to adjust their thinking to 
the new conditions. 


“share every 


he says, “but when millions 


“There are thousands of discriminating 
women right now who have demonstrated 
that they would rather have a half interest 
in a real man than a supposed exclusive 
on a second-rater 

“What to do with our bumper crop of 
females is a harrowing problem,” Dr. Rice 
admits in concluding. “From where I sit, 
it looks as if there might be less T.N.T. in 
polygamy than in the pent-up fury of six or 
seven million unwilling virgins loose in.the 
land.” 

Best-selling novelist 
Banning, in an article entitled 
ity Old-Fashioned?” 
tainly an automatic, 
demnation of any 


Margaret Culkin 
“Is Virgin- 
“Cer- 
con- 


. wrote recently, 
harsh. cruel 

girl who loses her vir- 
is married is out of date. 
considers that a 


girl is ‘ruined’ because of an impetuous or 


ginity before she 
No sensible person now 


careless or intoxicated sex experience. We 
know too much about biology and psy- 


for that.” 
She hastens to add, 


chology 
that “The 
kind of chastity which is not out of date, 


however, 


and never will be in our civilization, is 
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rsonal control over sex experience out- 
side of marriage. Chastity today is not a 
matter of wearing a metal chastity belt 
of taking an older married woman 
ilong on a date. It is the deliberate, con- 
ous restraint which a girl imposes on 
herself, because she knows that it makes 
her happier, more self-respecting and more 


” 





dle sirable a 
\liss Banning points out that, “Boys and 
en may say that virginity makes no dif- 
ference to them, but their attitudes dis- 
ve that. Men still want to idealize girls 
ind women . And serious inquiries in- 
to happiness in marriage prove that the 
irl who has safeguarded her virginity un- 
| she becomes a wife has more chance of 


making her marriage a success than the 
rl who has not done so.” 


THE YOUNG WOMAN doctor and the 
opinions of experts on the subject 
lped me to see myself in a different light. 
While I don’t think Ill ever completely 
ise the feeling that I did wrong, I am 
nfident that when the right man comes 


along I will be able to find real happiness 
that will not be marred by the cloud of 
doubt and fear that once hung over my 
head. 

I now agree with Dr. Fritz Wittels, who 
says in his book Sex Habits of American 
Women, “Women who are impure after 
their first intercourse were probably im- 
pure before. and those who have purity of 
soul, purity of feeling and of action, can- 
not be deprived of it by the ever more 
vanishing symbolic and tabooistic meaning 
of an institution [chastity] ... In a way 
our women remain virginal, i.e., pure and 
venerable as long as they live. 

“This deeper sense of virginity can be 
found in all women upon whom you bestow 
affection and tenderness. Even a married 
man can cultivate this undying virginity 
in his wife, the mother of his children, and 
the wife can convince him of her purity 
and pride by always appearing new and 
ready as though for the first sexual ex- 
perience.” 

I intend to keep this in mind when I 


become a wife. THE END 





How He Proposed 


(Continued from Page 9) 


entually got around to returning his 
lances in a pleasant sort of way. He 
iught the reaction, I’m sure, because later 
hen he began to sing, he seemingly di- 
cted his singing only to me. 
Once the band had completed playing 
dancing. Scat scampered off the band- 
ind and headed directly for the table 
here I sat with my girl friend. He in- 
duced himself as “The Scat Man” and 
ld him my name was Helen. We struck 
a conversation, about music I think. 
\nyway, we got to talking and that led to a 
ndship. 
Scat asked me to come back to the club 
gain and I told him I would soon. I went 
me that night feeling buoyantly happy. 
\ few nights later, I returned to the 
b alone and took a table ringside. Scat 
ined me between shows. When we talked 
iring that night. I became more and more 
ipressed with the man. Soon I felt my- 
getting anxious to learn more about 
im. From that time on, I was to make 
club my favorite spot. Scat and I be- 
e romantically interested in each other 
fter 'd made several trips to the nitery. 
One night without warning, Scat asked 
for a date. I hesitatingly accepted, re- 
zing that such a thing could cause both 
is trouble racially. On our first date 
went to the movies and I suppose there 
re a lot of stares from people who didn’t 
ove of interracial courting. But Scat 
d I weren’t concerned. We just went 
ad and had a marvelous time. It 
rked the beginning of some steady dat- 
between us. I think we saw each other 
ry night in every week, for a year or 


\s in most high-keyed courtships like 
, Seat and I eventually got around to 


talking about marriage. We discussed the 
situation thoroughly. Uppermost in our 
minds during the discussions always was 
the problem of public reaction to mixed 
marriage like ours would be. We wrestled 
with the matter for days, trying to figure 
out a solution. But none was forthcoming. 
Finally we decided that our love for each 
other was strong enough to trust our future 
to fate and soon after made the trek to 
the altar. 

Now I’m quite happy that we did. Never 
have I ever regretted marrying Scat and 
we've found public protest to our marriage 
far less violent than we expected. People 
in this country, as I observed them. are 
steadily coming around to respecting the 
right of two persons to marry, no matter 
what their racial identifications. 

My marriage to Scat had its most shock- 
ing effect on my family but even they 
finally woke up to the fact that all men 
are really created equal. Today, they are 
strongly in favor of our union. 

Married to Scat, I’ve had a truly won- 
derful life. It has been that way perhaps 
because of my husband’s work. His show 
business activities—in night clubs and 
movies and on TV—are mostly glamorous 
pursuits which make life interesting. Scat 
and I travel a great deal on his theatrical 
engagements and that way we get to see 
many unusual things. We’ve been across 
country twice. At the end of one of the 
trips, we landed in Los Angeles and have 
been living there ever since. 

Scat makes an ideal husband. Success- 
ful in his show pursuits now, he provides 
for his family extremely well. The Croth- 
ers number three at present; the third 
person besides Scat and myself being our 
little daughter, charming 5-year-old Donna 
Ann. She has much of Scat’s infectious 
personality and likes to sing and dance 
in his well known fashion. 


Wife Without 
Virtue 
(Continued from Page 27) 


pretext or another. I wasn’t fooled a bit. 

Every time our eyes met, I sensed a ques- 
tion in his. Later, I understood that he'd 
been wondering just what my price tag 
was: how high—or for that matter, how 
low—I came. Carl was the kind who put 
a money value on his women, whether it 
would mean orchids or diamonds before 
they came across. He pegged me just right: 
a little flattery, a few ingratiating smiles, 
a glimpse of the glamorous life would do 
the trick. 

I. for my part, mistook his line for some- 
thing deeper. And besides, what a lift it 
gave my starved ego to think that someone 
slick and big time like Carlton Blanchard 
Hoyt had noticed me! A single glance 
bubbled through my silly head like cham- 
pagne. 

Despite his obvious interest, however, 
Carl played it slow and easy, much to my 
irritation. For several months I followed 
a monotonous routine, coming in mornings, 
working ‘til noon, lunching with Neda, who 
by now was my chief friend and confidante 
at the office, and then working out the 
afternoon taking dictation from lesser ex- 
ecutives. 

This went on until one morning I came 
in and sensed something brewing the sec- 
ond I walked through the door. It seemed 
to me as I hung up my coat that I was be- 
ing slyly watched by the clerks and stenos, 
and as Neda came out of the ladies’ lounge 
I collared her. 

“What's up, Neda?” I queried uneasily. 

She looked at me with a_ curiously 
crooked smile. “Well, Kay, you’re it.” 

“I’m what?” I asked, honestly perplexed. 

“Helen Robbins, Mr. Hoyt’s personal 
secretary. is leaving. Getting married. And 
the office grapevine has it you’re the re 
placement.” 

I gasped. 

“What’s the matter, sugar?” she ques 
tioned ironically. “Surely you’re not sur 
prised, are you?” 

“Well—after all—it’s quite sudden— 
I blurted. I was thinking secretly, /’ll be 
working alone with Carl Hoyt. Just the 
two of us—and I felt weak all over. Id 
been in that fabulous office of his once or 
twice, with legal briefs or correspondence. 
It was a richly panelled room, with heavy 
draperies at the windows, a mahogany desk 
and luxurious red leather sofa: truly the 
successful executive’s inner sanctum. Now 
I was to share that shadowed, intimate lait 
with Carl! 

Neda’s penetrating look brought me 
sharply down to earth. “I haven't got the 
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job yet. honey,” I told her carelessly. Her 
jaugh grated. “Oh, I wouldn’t worry about 
that,” she replied. “He’s obviously very 4 = 
much taken with your uh—qualifications.” PROPORTION-IZED 
Masking the anger I felt at these taunts 
but guiltily admitting their accuracy, I set e PY ee F 
mechanically about my work. Eagerly, I a 2p 1Z@ Gethiond 
awaited that fateful summons. Late in the 
day, after I'd almost despaired, a call came 
from Carl’s office. Avoiding Neda’s wise CATALOG | Aayee-| 
bit, | brown eyes, I hurried to his door, pausing 
eS the threshold to pat my hair into place 
1e'd and to adjust my cashmere sweater and 
tag flannel skirt. Rolling my hips just slightly, | 
how ] entered. 
put Carlton Hoyt was seated at his desk. He | 
— looked up, and, for a second, his eyes 
= flicked over me hungrily. Then he rose, 
ht: | his handsome, bold face camouflaging the JUST MAIL 
les, frank desire that had been there a mo- COUPON BELOW ({._. 
do | ment before. Blandly he explained the 
situation, and said that he wanted me for 
di his new assistant. I replied that the job ENJOY BETTER FIT we truly youthful 
it sounded challenging, and I'd be happy to smartness, save money too! Shop by mail 
one & accePt his offer. All very cut and dried, I from new Hayes Style Catalog, offering 
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Ely doce.” be seormived cxvecsingly going sa ie Pron re 
“I'm quite delighted.” attractive dresses from $2.98 to $16.98. Coats 
a Despite Neda’s frank disapproval at my siex celta anteater as Uae 
ol _* “a _ a — as she -< it, Mail the coupon sow for your copy of 
was Car oyts private secretary within i P 
* ik lation ha yp shalt ag Hayes Half-Size Style Catalog. It’s FREE. 
a Carl was a busy lawyer, and things moved 
“a at a fast clip through his complicated rou- DEPT. 468 
tine. Phone calls came in by the dozens—I --INDIANAPOLIS 47-~» 
se had a twinge of surprise at the number of INDIANA ; 
a feminine ones—and there were reams of Please rush FREE Hayes Catalog of Half-Size Styles, 1 
correspondence to be handled. But little priced low and Proportion-ized for perfect fit. (468) ; 
val by little we became friendlier and easier ! 
ed F with one another. Name i 
= ti up my brittle, self-assured air, and Eins : 
™ quipped sophisticatedly right along with : : 
ge Carl, who by now had re ane chat I use Bh ES. ATE, ; 
his first name. Sometimes we’d share a 
: lunch sent up from one of the better res- Uy WATER QUICK! ew 
y gee in the financial district if things New Portable Pocket-Size Water Heater So \KNOW THE JOY OF 
[Steal shed "Over these he wok to | REM Me JET BLACK HAIR 
4 — — " carly life, about my eI weir cla! Wenn _— ' 
4 a d tolks. He seemed particularly pres a2 Hower it you il tell your friend DISTRIBUTORS ton by tonight . 
es = E know that I had no family ties SEND AG ree for only $ 28 plus tax. & Whe. RES AR FOR 
in the city. os Maen ne ay postman $1.98 plus LIMITED $ 98 
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* Kay,” he answered solemnly. “You're much eri ge A ee ond eae oe 
he too attractive a chick not to have dozens of MAKE BIG MONEY! hair grows out. Yes, you can have like-new 
‘d lads at your beck and call.” ae ae ee ce ae 
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that our relationship had reached its cru- 
cial stage. 


ACH DAY, NOW, there was a kind of 

electricity between Carl and me, even 
though our routine continued the same. 
Then one afternoon, Carl asked me casu- 
ally to stay overtime to finish a rush job, 
and equally casually, I agreed. Everything 
was very impersonal until dusk fell, and 
we were still working. Then Carl said, 
with an elaborate yawn, “Period, para- 
graph, Kay. That cleans up Bronside ver- 
sus Underwood.” 

He stretched his long legs. I put down 
my pencil and rubbed my aching fingers. 
“Tired?” he asked carelessly, reaching 
over the desk and massaging my hand. 
Acutely aware of the silence and our alone- 
ness, my heart began to pound. “I guess 
I'd better go, Carl,” I murmured breath- 
lessly, and I got up. 

But Carl gripped me in a flash as I rose. 
“No, no, Kay. You mustn’t go—” his voice 
trembled, and his breath was hot on my 
lips. “Darling,” he muttered. “don’t put 
me off, don’t resist me.” With a savage 
gesture, he pulled me down on the couch. 
“How much do you think I can take?” he 
grated, “watching you around here every 
day, wanting you?” 

He ran his hands over my limp body. 
“Tell me you want me, too, Kay,” he said 
softly. “I do, I do, Carl,” I answered. 
Then he spoke other words. I gave no 
answer but myself, and we lost ourselves 
in each other’s ecstasy. 

For the next, uncharted space in time, 
all I heard, saw and knew was Carl, my 
lover, and his eager, demanding love. For 
the first time in my life, I knew what adult 
passion could mean. 

That was how our relationship began. 
And in the wonderful, carefree months that 
followed,.I gloried in it. Nothing else, 
Carl’s married status, his female admirers, 
the danger of my situation, had any mean- 
ing for me. My world began when Carl 
came into the office mornings, and ended 
with his lips on mine at night. Several 
nights a week, now, we stayed after hours, 
sometimes on the flimsiest excuses, just to 
have those secret, burning moments. 

If Carl were free, some evenings we went 
to one of the fabled night spots I'd read 
about back home in the sticks. It made me 
feel terrific, to be there in a fashionably 
decorated club, dressed in a chic little 
number, with a smooth looking escort like 
Carl dancing attention. Carl was generous, 
monetarily. He gave me many presents, 
attractive clothes, a ranch mink stole, and, 
on my birthday, a stunning ruby and dia- 
mond cocktail ring. His gifts again made 
me feel that my dreams were all coming 
true. This was living it up! 

Sometimes, particularly when I had to 
conceal all my gifts and never wear them 
to the office, (for Carl insisted we “keep 
up a front”) I felt no better than what 
my mother would have called a kept wom- 


an. But most of the time, I was right up 
there in the clouds. 

Somewhere during this marvelous affair, 
though, something happened to me. I made 
a fatal mistake. forsaking my original 
devil-may-care attitude, and falling madly 
in love with Carl. Little by little, I became 
painfully and jealously aware of the glam. 
orous wife he had tucked away somewhere 
in his shadowy background, of her drawl- 
ing, high-tone voice on the phone. She'd 
spent the winter in Miami, but now she was 
back in their uptown hotel apartment, and 
she phoned Carl frequently. 

Then, sometimes, there would be a note 
written in a feminine hand among the day’s 
correspondence, and I would query him 
angrily about it. But Carl was expert at 
evading questions, doubtless from long ex- 
perience in cheating. He insisted such 
things were hangovers from his past. and 
that he was mad about me. I had growing 
doubts about his sincerity but a kiss could 
stop the deepest fears. Trying to secure 
and hold his love became my obsession. 

I kept myself smart and trim all the 
time, wearing the sweater-and-skirt out- 
fits I knew he liked in the office, the sheer- 
est of hose and the highest of high-heeled 
Even Neda noticed my increasing 
glamor. “You look really zingy these days, 
girl,” she remarked over lunch one day. 

“Tt’s a great. big, wonderful world for 
a little hick like me, kid,” I retorted 
lightly. 

“Sure it’s not a great, big, wonderful 
Carl Hoyt?” she queried softly. 

“Don’t be ridiculous, Neda,” I snapped, 
fearfully wondering whether she really 
knew anything about my secret affair. 

“I’m glad, child.” she told me, a grave 
and kindly smile on her lined face. “He’s 
a real heartbreaker, and you’re a baby, 
even though you think you’re pretty wised 
up.” 

“Don’t worry yourself over me. Neda,” I 
flared angrily. “I’m old enough to take care 
of myself.” But Neda’s words struck 
home. Even in my wildest moments of 
abandon with Carl. I could not forget the 
growing conviction that I had given my 
first love to a man who was nothing but a 
playboy. whose attachment to me was pure- 
ly physical, and probably just as fleeting 
as all the others he'd had. 

Still, I was so intoxicated by my adora- 
tion of him, I kept pushing the bitter truth 
away, hoping against hope that Carl would 
change, perhaps even become so madly 
adoring as to divorce his wife. So strong 
was this wish, in fact. that I began to 
dream about it. I’d see Carl pleading with 
his wife, who I imagined in my dream as 
a tall, arrogant woman clad in _ sables, 
bedecked with diamonds, smiling a frosty 
smile. 

After the dream, I’d wake before dawn 
and toss about until it was time to go to 
work. This kind of thing inevitably takes 
its toll, and my disposition and increasing 
thinness were the outward signs of the 
tension I felt. It wasn’t long before peo- 
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ple in the office noticed. 
straightforwardness, Neda remarked 
day as I picked at my food in our usual 
drugstore, “For goodness sake, honey, this 
glamor kick is one thing, but don’t carry 
it too far.” 

“I've kind of lost my appetite, Neda,” 
I told her. pushing the plate away. 

“It’s all this restaurant eating,” she said, 
innocent of my real troubles. “Tell you 
what,” she coaxed eagerly, “come over to 
my place for a real dinner tonight. My 
brother Jimmy is coming. He’s an interne 
in one of the city hospitals, and he craves 
home-cooked food once in a while.” 

As I hesitated, she urged, “Come on 
Kay. it'll do you good.” “Oh, all right,” I 
agreed listlessly, remembering this was one 
night Carl had an elaborate excuse about 
a business appointment that it was vital 
he keep. “I'll be there.” And I thought, 
Oh, brother, what an evening I’m in for. 
Two old fogies. Two squares. 

But I was truly to be surprised. 
apartment, though small, 
kept. It was a simple, two-room, old-fash- 
ioned flat in a brownstone. complete with 
family photographs, mohair overstuffed 
furniture, and imitation Oriental rugs. As 
we waited for her brother to arrive, she 
fussed about in the kitchen, and I set the 
small drop leaf table in the corner of the 
living room. Suddenly the doorbell buzzed. 

“T'll get it. Neda.” I shouted, and opened 
the door. There stood a tall. friendly-faced 
man, with the kindest, warmest eyes I'd 
ever seen in my whole life. Jim 
Barton,” he grinned. His voice was deep 
and strong. “You must be Kay Laine. Sis 
told me today you'd be her guest too.” 

Stammering, completely caught off 
guard, I replied affirmatively. Never had 
I expected anything like this brother of 
Neda’s. I couldn’t help comparing him 
with Carl, who’d once seemed so perfect. 
Now, as I looked at Dr. Jim, I realized 
that Carl was the jaded, sardonic, dis- 
illusioned type. Jim, one could see, 
was ruggedly honest, a man who wore in 
every nook and cranny of his being a deep 
love and understanding of humanity. 

With all his and humility, 
though, there was an unmistakable quality 
of masculinity about him, and I felt as we 
stood there, making awkward conversation, 
that this was the r.ost attractive of men. 
A minute later, Neda emerged from the 
kitchen, flushed from her culinary exer- 
tions, bearing a tray of cocktails. “Well. 
Kay, iow do you like my kid brother?” 
she inquired mischievously. 

I flushed and murmured, 
nice,” as Jim laughed loudly. 

“Now, Neda,” he shook his close-cropped 
head ruefully, “don’t put the girl on the 
spot. What else can she say and still re- 
main your friend?” 

“Well, whatever she may think, I know 
my brother is one swell guy,” Neda tossed 
her head proudly, her tongue loosened by 
the liquor. 

“Look out, Kay, she’s had one too many. 
Now she'll tell you the story of her life, 
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and mine too. no doubt,” her brother cau- 
tioned, jokingly. 

“Hush now,” said Neda, 
ceeded to give me the works. 
their poverty-stricken childhood, how they 
were orphaned at an early age, and about 
the struggle it had been to get Jim through 
medical school. To my surprise, I 
was listening hard. I found, as Neda spoke 
of Dr. Jim, and his determination to be a 
doctor in spite of every obstacle. 

Jim listened quietly as his sister talked. 
“You left out the most important part,” 
he patted her hand and turned to me when 
she’d finished. “Neda worked to help me 
all through these rugged years,” he smiled, 
but his look was serious. “I owe her every- 
thing, and I hope some day to justify her 
faith in me.” 

A look of devotion shone on Neda’s plain 
countenance. “I only you a little 
Jim,” she said softly. “You were a 
natural-born doctor if there ever was one.” 

I looked at Neda and Jim, enveloped in 
their mutual affection, and felt lonely and 
lost, outside that warm circle. I had cut 
loose from family ties. In their place I'd 
put the tawdry cheapness of an affair, as 
impermanent and easily dissolved as a puff 
of smoke. What Neda and Jim had was a 


and she pro- 
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rock, strong and firm, binding them to- 
gether. What Carl and I had was a house 
of cards built on sand. I thought, How 


you will love a girl someday, Jim Barton, 
and my heart cried. To blot out such 
thoughts, I took a quick sip of my drink, 
and before I could brood about them, Neda 
announced that her dinner was ready 
last. 


A LL THROUGH THE delicious meal, I 
** felt Dr. Jim’s friendly look on me. 
When at last it grew late and I got ready 
to leave. he insisted on taking me home. 
He chatted eagerly on the subway, and 
questioned me about myself. I talked as 
little as possible, striving to conceal my 
true situation. At the door of my apart- 
ment house, I stopped and held out my 
hand. “Goodnight, Dr. Jim,” I said softly. 
“Tt’s been wonderful meeting you.” 

I tried to slip inside, but he held my 
fingers firmly. “Hold on, there, Kay,” he 
smiled. “I’d like to ask how a fellow goes 
about dating a gorgeous thing like you?” 
As I hesitated, he plunged on. “We in- 
ternes are powerfully short on cash and 
long on work, so it won’t be a fabulous sup- 
per-club, but I'll do my darndest to make it 
fun.” 

His sincerity cut through me like a knife. 
Kay Laine, I thought bitterly, you can’t 
lead a man like this one on. Don’t give 
him a chance to get hurt. He deserves 
someone as decent and straightforward as 


he is. “Sorry, Jim” I faltered. Then I said 
coolly, “I’m really tied up at the present 
time.” Before his bewildered glance could 


hurt me, I rushed inside. 

For days after, though, I was to be 
haunted by Jim Barton’s disappointed ex- 
pression at my abruptness toward his shy 


request. I kept telling myself that he didn’t 
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have a dime, that his future was sure to be 
uncertain for years, and that he just didn’t 
fit my idea of the glamorous life. Night 
clubs, expensive gifts, gay, glittering times 
were out with Jim. Yet, his decency and 
innate honesty remained fixed in my mind, 
and I began to suspect, in my heart. Jim 
had shaken my immature belief that “fun” 
was all that mattered. Through my single 
contact with him, I was dimly aware of 
deeper meanings to be found in life. 

(nd somehow, these thoughts about Jim 
nd his kind of men began to take the 
bright edge off my relationship with Carl. 
For he noted when he took me in his arms 
some evenings later that there was a lack 
of response in me. Tilting my chin up, he 
looked curiously into my eyes and said, 
“What’s wrong, my sweet?” irritation 
mirrored in his voice. 

“I’m just feeling down in the dumps 
hese days, I guess,” I replied, turning 
away from him. 

“For heaven’s sake, snap out of it, Kay,” 
he said, lighting a cigarette with his silver 
lighter and angrily snapping it shut. 
‘You're spoiling the few moments we have 

gether. It isn’t much fun for a guy, you 
KNOW, 

I sensed the covered threat in his words. 
He was telling me that he didn’t like his 
yvomen to have any moods but gay ones, 
that there was never to be anything serious 
between us. With a sudden gesture of 
spair, I flung myself into his arms. 

‘Oh, Carl, Carl my darling,” I wept, 
tter tears welling up in my throat. “I wish 
[ wish—” but I just couldn’t tell him, 

[ gazed at his rather surprised and 

yed expression, that what I wanted 

vas all his love, with no sharing. I’d made 

areless, thoughtless bargain with my 

st precious possession, my self, my soul 
imy body. 

With a clear knowledge of Carl’s mar- 

status, his reputation as a wolf, I'd 

en myself to him, with no promises 

Now I was reaping the 
emptiness I’d sown. 

\ly sense of depression did not lift. Carl 

| | made our rounds of the usual night 

ts and plush clubs, but it persisted. I 
crew increasingly tired, and finally one day 
[ woke, retching and ill. Grim suspicions 
vegan to form in my terrified mind, and a 

ried visit to a doctor confirmed my 

rst fears. I was pregnant. Pregnant! The 


ked or given. 


ord that could mean magic happiness for 
ie folks meant only disgrace to me. 
What was I to do, I wondered, dazed 
| frightened. I couldn’t go back now to 
family: I'd turned them aside long 
». There was no one else except Carl, 
{ my heart sank as I thought of him. I 
sed only too clearly his reaction to this 
piece of news. But he has to give me some 
! of assistance, I thought wildly. After 
he’s responsible. 
fhinking this way made me hopeful. 
There must be a spark of decency in him 
ewhere. Perhaps he'd like a child of 


his own—his fancy wife never gave him 
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one. Carried away by my hopes and my 
fears, I even dared to believe he might ask 
his wife for the divorce I'd dreamed of. 
I'd taken the day off to go to the doctor’s, 
but nothing, not even my nausea, would 
have kept me from my usual date with 
Carl. 

A kind of hysterical gaiety enveloped me 
as I dressed for our evening. I made my- 
self ravishingly attractive, as though every- 
thing in the world depended on my ability 
to fascinate him. And it does, I thought 
feverishly. My whole world does. He must 
help me. He must love me. 

I was momentarily reassured when he 
arrived at the night club we sometimes 
met at and saw his eyes slide over my 
slimness, made vivid by the daring 
sequinned cocktail dress I’d donned for the 
occasion. “You’re gorgeous tonight, sugar,” 
Carl whispered admiringly, as we were 
seated at the mirrored bar. As we drank 
a highball, his warm insistent pressure on 
my arm, his clinging glances, made me feel 
he was in my power. Now is the moment 
to tell him, I thought. Now when he wants 
me so. 

And as he nuzzled his head against mine 
in a gesture of intimacy, I whispered I 
had a secret to tell him. He recoiled 
abruptly, as though he sensed something 
was wrong. “What kind of a secret?” he 
demanded ominously. My heart sank as I 
blurted out the story of my visit to the 
doctor, and its outcome. Carl’s face was a 
graven stone image. After a moment, he 
said evenly. “Well, Kay, you know the 
score. You went into this with your big 
brown eyes wide open. What do you want 
from me?” 

“Bat, Carl,” I 
“What shall I do?” 

“Now, what do most gals in your spot 
do, honey?” he asked with a mirthless grin. 
We just looked at one another for a split 
second. Then I lowered my eyes. Bleakly, 
at last, I faced the grim truth. Carl had no 
intention of divorcing his wife, or changing 


pleaded tremblingly, 


his existence one bit over this situation. I 
was on my own. He simply expected me to 
rid myself of this new life now beating re- 
lentlessly under my heart. 

Whatever in me was decent cried out 
against such a monstrous act, but with a 
dread certainty I realized it was the only 
sure way out for girls in my position. I 
didn’t have the courage of some I'd read 
about, having their illegitimate children in 
secrecy and shame, then giving them out 
for adoption. 

“T see.” I blurted at last, numb with pain 
and shock. “Well, how can we arrange 
things?” my voice was cold and bitter, but 
Carl didn’t notice. 

“Now, that’s being sensible,” 
swered, with relief evident in his quick 
joviality. “Don’t you worry about a thing. 
I'll get you a good person to take care of 
er— everything.” Seeing the fear in my 
eyes, he laughed chidingly. “Don’t worry, 
kid. It’s no worse than having a tooth 


he an- 


” 


pulled. And you'll be as good as new in a 
few weeks.” 

He leered at me and I pulled savagely 
away, sickened. Jo think I loved you, | 
thought Loved you with all my foolish 
heart. I'll never love you again. 

Carl arranged everything at the office 
with the greatest care in order not to 
arouse the tiniest suspicion. He told every. 
one I had to have an emergency appendix 
operation and was to be out for some time. 
I stayed in my one-room apartment, seeing 
no one, alternately nauseated and terri- 
fied. Then one afternoon, Carl came and 
together we went to a dingy tenement up- 
town. At the door we were met by a fat, 
ugly woman with a toothy gold smile, who 
seemed to know all about our mission. She 
let us into a kind of parlor, where we left a 
nervous Carl, and went into a dark inner 
room, in which there was a bed, and a dirty 
old bureau. 

“Lie down,” she commanded harshly. In 
a trance, I did as I was told. Then an. 
other woman entered. Tall and skinny, 
she was dressed in a kind of white uniform. 
Without a word, she began to prepare 
some things on the bureau. I attempted 
in a panic to rise, but the fat one pushed 
me back and held me, as the other ap- 
proached with her instruments. All | 
remembered was the flash of steel, and 
mercifully I passed out. 

When I came to, I was still on the bed, 
with Carl hovering about and the fat crea- 
ture watching me with a worried frown. 
“O.K.. now, Kay?” asked Carl hurriedly. 
“We'd better get out of here.” I nodded 
blearily, and staggered up, the pain tear- 
ing me apart. “Take me home, please,” 
I begged him. “I must get home.” 

Carl hailed a taxi at the door and 
presently I was home, stunned and feverish. 
I fell on the bed and bit my pillow to 
keep from screaming. so excruciating was 
the pain. Through my ordeal I could see 
Carl, looking like a trapped animal seek- 
ing a means of escape. Finally, after light- 
ing several cigarettes and stubbing them 
out. he came over to the bedside. “I think 
I'd better go get you something to relieve 
the pain, Kay.” he said hurriedly. “I'll just 
step around the corner to a drugstore and 
ask the pharmacist for something.” 

His haste was positively indecent, and I 
knew as he closed the door behind him he 
would not be back. He had his precious 
reputation to protect, and if anything hap- 
pened to me, he wasn’t going to be impli- 
cated. 

“Go on, you coward,” I screamed as the 
door shut, gripping my pain-wracked body. 
“Go back to your precious wife, your won- 
derful social position, your junior partner- 
ship. With all your tone, you’re nothing 
but a low-down, no-good welcher. Do you 
hear, Carl. A welcher!” 

I collapsed on the bed, laughing wildly. 
Then another vicious pain swept over me. I 
knew I needed help, and quickly. All I 
could think of was Neda Barton, the only 
real friend [had left. I reached blindly for 
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the telephone, and struggling with the 
gathering haze that dimmed my sight, 
dialed our office number. The phone 
buzzed insistently, and after a long eter- 
nity. I heard Neda’s pleasant, efficient office 
voice answer with the firm’s name. 

“Neda—” I gasped. the sweat running 
off my brow with the exertion. “Neda, this 
is Kay—come quick, please—” and that 
was all I could get out. Darkness fell. 
abruptly and mercifully, and I welcomed 
it. 


HE NEXT FEW hours will always be a 
jumble of events to me. I still remem- 
ber hearing voices saying. . . “must get 
her to a hospital. . . a crude, unprofes- 
sional abortion. . . infections like this are 
often fatal. . .” and seeing Neda’s warm, 
friendly face, looking deeply concerned, 
above me from time to time. Then sud- 
denly there was Dr. Jim’s. When I saw and 
recognized him, bitter tears fell from my 
eyes. No, no, I wept silently, / didn’t want 
you to know this, Jim. I wanted everything 
to be bright, and beautiful, with you. 
His face returned again and again, until 
I knew I was fully conscious, and lying on 
a hospital bed, with Dr. Jim standing be- 
side in his interne’s uniform. “Feeling 
better now, Kay?” He asked gently, a 
kindly smile hovering on his lips. “Oh, Dr. 
Jim,” I answered, turning my humiliated 
“T didn’t ever want you to know 
He took my hand and held it 


face away. 
about me.” 
tightly. 

“I’m glad Neda called me, Kay. If she 
hadn’t, you might not have pulled through. 
You were hemorrhaging badly, you know. 
We just got you here in time.” 

The shame and sorrow I felt knew no 
bounds. Now I was pitilessly exposed be- 
fore the honest gaze of the most wonderful 
man I’d ever known, a man who'd saved 
my life, just as Carl had almost destroyed 
it. Carl! I’d forgotten about him. 

“Do you know about—who it was?” I 
queried ashamedly. 

Dr. Jim nodded, his anger 
“Neda put two and two together. I'd like 
’ he beat his 


obvious. 





to get my hands on that one 
fist into his other palm. 

“It was just as much my fault as his, 
Jim,” I told him honestly. “Now I just 
want to forget the past.” 

“That’s going to be difficult for a while,” 
Jim replied, his eyes turning away from 
me. “I had to report you to the district 
attorney’s office as the victim of a criminal 
abortion. If I hadn’t I would have violated 
professional ethics and ruined my chaiices 
to become a practising physician. It’s 
against the law to have such an operation 
performed.” 

I gasped. “You—you did that to me?” 
Then I laughed sneeringly. “And you pre- 
tend to be my friend—and wanted to be 
more, Jim Barton.” 

“Kay, I do still,” he persisted. “But any 
woman who employs an abortionist to per- 
form an operation upon her makes herself 


a participant to the crime. If she is un- 
fortunate enough to have complications, 
as you did, resulting from the operation, 
and a legitimate doctor treats her, he is 
duty bound to report the case to the au- 
thorities.” 

A panic seized me. “But what will they 
do to me, Jim?” My anger drained away, 
I clung to his hand. He patted it reassur- 
ingly. 

“Don’t worry, Kay. Probably the D.A. 
will just want you to give him the names 
and address of the people who performed 
the operation,” he answered soberly. 
“Then, like many other girls in the same 
spot, you'll probably be released with a 
warning.” 

And that was just about what did hap- 
pen. I was released from the hospital after 
a week, and had a long talk with the D.A. 
I couldn’t tell him the name of the abor- 
tionist, but I did have to disclose the fact 
that Carlton Hoyt knew it. Neda reported 
with satisfaction that several plainclothes- 
men had questioned a very uneasy Car] for 
several hours at the office one day. Need- 
less to say, I never communicated with him 
again, nor he with me. It was the end of 
all that had been between us. 

And after I got all through hating him, 
it lifted a heavy load from my mind. Now 
I know that I’m no sophisticate: that kind 
is hard, unfeeling, selfish to the core, as 
Car] is and was. Basically I am small-town 
and moralistic. I just can’t 
spend a lifetime with truly religious folks 
like my mother and father, and not have 
some of their teachings take hold, deep in- 
side, even if you reject them on the surface. 

A sense of guilt is one result of my affair 
with Carl, and it’s still with me. It seems 
not so much from my relationship with my 
ex-lover, but rather from the fact that we 
destroyed an innocent, blameless little life. 
It has made no difference to Carl, who is 
back at his old stand. chasing the latest 
stenographer at Sherwell and Hoyt, accord- 
ing to Neda. She writes me often, now that 
I’m back home. 

Yes, I left the big city and returned to 
Cartersville shortly after I got out of the 
hospital. I got myself a job in our local 
(and only) law firm, because of my valu- 
able New York experience. My legal ex- 
But the other kind has 
I’ve 


guess you 


perience, that is. 
benefited me, too, in its own way. 
settled down, a lot. 

And things are very quiet here, but I 
don’t mind. I had a real thrill yesterday, 
though— a surprise letter from Dr. Jim. 
The words he wrote are my secret, but they 
ask me to consider becoming his wife. He 
tells me he’s soon to be a full-fledged M.D.., 
looking around for a good place to start a 
general practice, and he wants to visit me 
in Cartersville. 

Bless him. I’m going to write and tell 
him to come ahead. But that’s all. We’re 
not out of the woods yet. For one thing. 
there’s Neda. She was my loyal friend 
through thick and thin, but just how will 
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she feel about my marrying her adored 
brother? After all, as she knows only too 
well, I’m slightly shopworn. And she’s 
vanted the best for him, which he richly 
deserves. I’m really not worthy of the guy. 
Sut maybe, just maybe, love and the spe- 
cial kind of devotion no inexperienced girl 
could ever give him will prove to her I 
can make Jim a good wife. I hope so. 

(Anyhow, this is one of the obstacles Jim 
Barton and I have to surmount before I 
can become the world’s most radiant bride. 
But these days I have an abiding faith in 
the future. I know I’m going to make my- 
elf a wonderful, useful existence soon, 
because at last I’m free of false values, 
of shallow and artificial ideas about what’s 
important in life. 

It took some terrible shocks to my soul 
ind body, but I made it. One day, not too 
long from now, I’m going to be the hap- 
piest. Mrs. Jim Barton, that is. What more 
can an ex-glamor girl ask? 


THE END 





Hollywood to Harlem 
(Continued from Page 13) 
Did you know that Louis Armstrong was 
born on the Fourth of July? .. . Little 
Mi Sharecropper is really LaVerne 
Baker of Chicago, who, when still in her 
teens, was singing at the Club DeLisa 
there 
American Negro Theatre (now de- 
funet) has a lot of distinguished 
alumni. The Abe Hill-founded lit- 
tle theatre movement has spawned, 
among others, Hilda Simms, Isabelle 
Cooley, Earl Hyman and Fred O’Neal 
And speaking of alumni, did 
you know that three of the nation’s 
top saxists once played with the late 
Chick Webb’s band? They are Benny 
Carter, Louis Jordan and Johnny 
Hodges, whose record of winning ten 
Downbeat awards as top alto saxist, 
still stands. 


000 


he New York brigade of nightlifers, 
flies and free-loaders caused quite an 

ar at the opening of Club Shaundo, a 
mecca for the stay-up-lates. After put- 

on the feed bag and working over 
$500 worth of champagne and assorted 
spirits—all on the house—someone spotted 
Eartha Kitt serving behind the bar... . 
[he curious were satisfied when a snooper 
discovered the little lady to be no relation 
La Kitt, although a virtual carbon copy. 
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I Made Him 
Marry Me 


(Continued from Page 36) 


gone, I threw myself on the bed and cried 
until there were no tears left to shed. 
Something seemed to tell me nothing would 
ever be quite the same between Bart and 
me again. The bloom had been rubbed 
off our love. We had cheapened it—made 
it something to be ashamed of—instead of 
something beautiful, something sublime. 


F THE PROSPECT of a year’s separa- 

tion had been heartbreaking before, now 
that I had given myself to Bart it was im- 
possible. I’d never have an easy moment 
wondering whether he were making love 
to some other girl while he was away from 
me. I was becoming possessive—and I 
hated myself for it. 

In the days that followed I grew nervous 
and irritable. I could see the worry in 
Bart’s eyes and hear the anxiety in his 
voice when he said, “There’s nothing 
wrong, is there, darling?” 

I knew what he meant. I was worried, 
too. But we weren’t worried about the 
same thing. The terror of my soul was the 
terror of losing him. All my life I had 
heard that a man soon tires of a woman 
who gives herself to him outside of mar- 
riage. 

It was strange how my whole personality 
seemed to be changing. I’d never been 
jealous before. Now every glance Bart 
gave another girl turned me icy cold with 
fear. When I saw him laughing and talk- 
ing with any of the girls in the laundry I 
always made some excuse to join them. 
He couldn’t even speak pleasantly to a 
waitress without my jealous heart crying. 
“What has she got that I haven't?” 

Away from him it was even worse. The 
fear that he might be seeing some other 
girl kept nagging at me. In the evening 
when we were together, the strain of a day 
of worry left me touchy and unreasonable. 
No wonder Bart grew impatient now and 
then. But I imagined it was because he 
was tiring of me. 

I understand now that my state of mind 
was caused by a guilt complex. What I 
had done was so completely opposed to my 
early training and my own convictions that 
I felt I deserved punishment. Subconsci- 
ously, I was punishing myself by doubts 
and fears. 

It was an understood thing that Bart and 
I always spent Sunday together. We'd go 
to the beach—or to church—or to a show. 
We'd have dinner together at the Chicken 
Platter or some other little restaurant 
where the food was good and not too ex- 
pensive. All week I looked forward to 
Sunday. 








Late Saturday night I was setting my 
hair after shampooing it when I was called 
to the phone booth in the lobby. It was 
Bart. 

“Honey, I’m terribly sorry,” he said. “I 
won't be able to keep our date tomorrow. 
I’ve got a chance to help Doc Lynton with 
some lab work. I don’t feel that I can 
afford to turn down either the experience 
or the money. I'll give you a ring if I 
can see you later in the evening.” 

“Okay, Bart.” I said dully. But once 
back in my apartment I crumpled up in a 
heap on the bed and pressed my face into 
the pillow. My hands were clenched into 
tight knots. I was rigid with tension, dis- 
appointment, jealousy. How could I be 
sure he wasn’t dating some other girl? 
A sense of duty was the only thing to bind 
him to me now. How was I going to stand 
more than a year of this agony, this tor- 
tured longing? And in the end, maybe 
I'd lose him. I'd have to do something— 
something. ... 

Then the idea came to me. 

Bart might be tiring of me. But I wasn’t 
going to let him go. He was mine. No 
other woman should have him. 

As I more or less expected, Bart didn’t 
show up the next evening. The following 
Sunday he arrived more than an hour late 
for our date. 

“Sorry, Sugar,” he said. “I worked late 
at the lab last night and overslept this 
morning. Boy, am I tired!” 

The lab! Was that going to be his 
alibi from now on? “Maybe you’d rather 
go back and finish your sleep,” I ob- 
served acidly. My nerves were just about 
at the breaking point. 

He glanced at me anxiously. “Darling, 
what’s the matter? You don’t look like 
yourself. Those big dark circles under 
your eyes—” 

Suddenly I was in his arms, my hands 
clutching his shoulders. “Oh, Bart, I don’t 
know how to tell you!” The words choked 
in my throat. 

For a long shuddering moment there was 
silence. I could feel his arms tighten spas- 
modically around me—then go limp. I 
fought back the cold terror squeezing me. 
The terror of losing him. 

When Bart spoke at last -his voice was 
very gentle. “You needn’t be afraid to tell 
me anything, Trudy. You know you can 
trust me, darling.” 

I hid my face against his shoulder be- 
cause I didn’t dare meet his eyes. “It’s 
true,” I whispered, “what we’ve been afraid 
of. ['m—I’m going to have a baby. I 
wasn't sure till about a week ago. Oh, 
Bart, what am I going to do?” 

Because that was the fear that lived in 
his mind, he believed me. I felt him brace 
himself as if to withstand a blow. Then he 
said, “Of course, there’s only one thing to 
do, sweet. We'll get married at once.” 

“But your career, Bart? Is it going to 
wreck your career?” 

His eyes looked stunned. There was a 
white line around his mouth. “Don’t worry, 
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dearest. I'll make out somehow. After all, 
I'm the one to blame.” 

Bart, darling, that’s how little you knew! 
I tried to stifle my conscience by telling 
myself it might be true. I vowed Bart 
would never regret it. I'd interfere as 
little as possible with his schedule. No 
matter how lonely and neglected I might 
feel, no word of complaint would ever 
pass my lips. 

Three days later, we were married. Bart 
moved from his room into my apartment. 
At long last we were together. We both 
continued working at the laundry. I saved 
all I could of my salary to help pay the 
expenses of his last year at medical school. 

On the whole, I was happy those first 
weeks of our marriage. I was no longer 
running, running from some terrible fear 
that pursued me mercilessly. Now that I 
belonged legally to Bart I could relax. All 
I asked in return was to help him and 
bring him happiness. 

But it wasn’t long before I realized that 
it was Bart who was now being pursued by 
fear. He was working overtime, trying to 
earn money for me. He was worrying con- 
stantly because I had to work. 

My conscience bothered me when I saw 
what I was doing to him. I knew I should 
tell him the truth. But I kept putting it 
off. I couldn’t bear to see the love in his 
eyes give way to distrust and suspicion. 
Fear began to haunt me again—fear that 
the tangled web of deceit I had woven was 
likely to mess up our lives. 

I found myself getting panicky. 
cially when Bart began to go out evenings 
without me. We had given up shows and 
eating out. We couldn’t ‘afford it. Then 
why was Bart leaving me alone three eve- 
nings a week? 

In spite of my resolution not to com- 
plain I said plaintively one evening as he 
was kissing me goodbye, “Can’t I go along, 
Bart?” 

He laughed. “Honey, you’re hardly in a 
condition to join a gym class.” 

“A gym class!” I repeated. 
earth a gym class?” 

“For exercise, Sugar,” he grinned. “I 
used to have a reputation as an athlete 
when I was at high school. But lately 
I've been getting soft.” 

If I'd had any faintest suspicion of what 
lay behind his sudden enthusiasm for ex- 
ercise, I'd have broken down and con- 
fessed the trick I’d played on him. But 
I was relieved that he’d found an interest 
in life outside his work. It would give him 
less time to worry and wonder about me. 
It might even make it easier for me to tell 
him the truth later. 

I had it all figured out. I’d wait until it 
was time for him to register for the fall 
semester in college. Then I’d hand him 
the money I’d been saving dollar by dollar. 
When he’d take me into his arms to thank 
me I'd admit I wasn’t pregnant. I wouldn’t 
pretend I’d made a mistake. I couldn’t lie 
to him again—ever. 


Espe- 


“Why on 


I'd tell him I was 
going with him—that I’d take a job and 





make a home for him, while he devoted 
his whole time to study. 

It all sounded very simple—almost fool- 
proof. But you know the old saying about 
the best-laid plans of mice and men... . 

On the nights that Bart went to the gym 
I always had a cup of hot chocolate waiting 
for him when he came home. I was puz- 
zled why a couple of hours’ exercise should 
leave him so exhausted. He was too tired 
to talk, or even read the evening paper. 
He’d drink the chocolate, take a shower, 
tumble into bed, and fall into a heavy 
sleep almost before his head touched the 
pillow. 

One night before he left, he held me 
longer than usual. I thought I sensed a 
kind of desperation in his kisses. 

Suddenly a strange premonition of dan- 


ger gripped me. I clung to him. “Sweet- 
heart. don’t go tonight,” I coaxed. “You’re 


tired. You had a heavy day.” 

He gently unclasped my clinging fingers. 
“After tonight I guess [ll quit darling. 
This strenuous life’s getting your old man 
down,” he grinned. 

It was my last opportunity to avert 
tragedy, and I didn’t know it! 

I went to the door with him—watched 
him get into the old jalopy and drive away 
with a cheery wave of the hand. Back in 
the apartment I washed the dinner dishes 
and did a little ironing. While I waited I 
got a magazine and tried to read. But 
somehow I couldn’t settle down. I couldn’t 
shake off the queer feeling of uneasiness 
that nagged at me. 

I was glad when it came time to fix the 
chocolate. I cut an extra large slice of 
apple pie and left it ready on the table 
for him. I left the chocolate on the stove 
where it would keep warm, and turned 
on the radio to a quiz program. After a 
few minutes I shut it off. The roars of 
laughter from the audience set me on edge. 

When an hour later Bart hadn’t shown 
up I could hardly control my panic. I 
paced the floor, my ears alert to every 
sound. I'll give him fifteen minutes longer, 
I thought frantically, then I'll call the hos- 
pitals. 

At last I heard dragging footsteps ap- 
proaching. It couldn’t be Bart. He always 
walked so briskly, so firmly. With my 
heart beating suffocatingly I ran to open 
the door. I strangled the scream that rose 
in my throat. 

It was Bart. 


E CAME IN SLOWLY, his right hand 
wrapped in a rough bandage. His 
face was drained of color. I stared at him, 
fear freezing me inside. He tried to smile 
—my poor darling tried to smile. He put 
his left hand in his pocket and took out a 
roll of bills. 
“For the baby,” he said, handing me the 
money. 
My voice came back to me. 
have you done?” I cried. 
He slumped into a chair. At first I 
thought wildly he must be drunk. I shrank 
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from the money as if it were something 

il. “Where did you get this?” I de- 
manded, trying to beat back the dreadful 
suspicion that hammered at my brain. 

“IT won the Tri-County boxing bout.” he 

d dully. “That’s why I’ve been training 

three nights a week at the gym. I 
didn’t tell you. I was afraid it might 
rry you.” 

So it wasn’t what I feared. He hadn’t 
broken the law. I went weak with relief. 

[ dropped on my knees beside him. 

Darling, your poor hand!” I sobbed. 

If you’ve ruined your hand you can 

ever be a surgeon. No amount of money 
worth that. I’m going to call the doctor 

cht away.” . 

Don’t bother him now,” he said. “I'll 
lrop in at his office in the morning.” 

But when I unwrapped the bandage and 

uw how terribly swollen and discolored 
his hand was. I knew that he had to have 
medical attention immediately. I could 
tell he was suffering intensely. In spite of 
his protests I ran to the phone and called 
the doctor. 

While we waited for him to arrive, I 
ipplied hot compresses to reduce the swell- 

“Maybe it’s only badly bruised, dar- 
ling.” I tried to reassure him. 

But the X-rays told a different story. 
[wo bones in his precious right hand were 
fractured. The doctor said he’d be lucky 

it wasn’t left permanently stiff. 

Before me, Bart tried to appear cheer- 
ful about the outcome. But there were 

mes when the glazed, hurt look in his 
eyes revealed the awful dread in his heart. 
{nd it was my lie that had brought his 
dreams crashing about his feet! Soon— 
he’d have to know the truth. 
But I put off telling him as long as pos- 
sible. I couldn’t deal him another knock- 

blow while he was reeling under the 
vact of the first one. 


very soon 


rhat accident cost more than Bart had 
rned in the fight. There were doctor’s 
ills, X-ray charges, and loss of time, for 
he couldn’t drive a truck with his injured 
ind. As it was. he’d have to start school 
th his hand still in a cast. How thankful 
[ was that ’'d saved enough money to pay 
the necessary registration fees. 
I decided to wait until he was back in 
ol before confessing my dec it to him. 
That was as long as I dared put it off. 
lt would soon be three months since that 
inforgettable June night. I counted on his 
lief being so great that he’d forgive me. 
He'd realize that I'd done it for love of 
| Now he wouldn’t have to take even a 
part-time job. I could make enough for 
two of us to get by on. It might be 
tough going but at least we'd face it to- 
cether 
\bout the middle of September the col- 
lege bulletin came from Santa Granada. 
Bart glanced through it, then laid it aside. 
When do you have to register. honey?” 


[ asked eagerly. I could hardly wait for 


the day when he’d be safe back in the 
classroom. 
“September 19 through 21 is the regis- 


tration date. But I won't be registering 
this semester.” There was something 
ominous and defeated in the quietness of 
his voice. 

“Bart!” I gasped. “What do you mean 
you won’t be registering?” 

“Just what I said. darling. I’m not go- 
ing to college this year. I’m a married 
man now. I’ve got to take the responsibil- 
ity of my family. They’re holding my job 
open for me at the laundry. As soon as I 
get rid of this cast I can go back. Then 
you won't have to work any longer, sweet- 
heart.” 

Shocked and stunned, I cried wildly, 
“Are you crazy, Bart? Of course, you 
must register. I want to work—I want to 
be a help. not a hindrance . . .” 

He took me in his arms, and his voice 
was very tender as he said, “what kind of 
heel do you take me for—to let you sup- 
port me? You’ve worked too long as it is, 
Trudy.” 

“Bart, I don’t have to stop work.” I cried 
through the crazy lump in my throat. “Oh, 
darling, don’t you understand? I’m not 
going to have a baby. It won’t hurt me to 
work.” 

For a long moment there was silence 
except for the hoarse sound of my breath- 
ing. Then Bart’s arms loosened. He 
walked over to a chair and sat down as if 
the strength had gone out of his knees. 

“When did you find out?” he asked in 
a queers dead tone. 

I ran to him and knelt by his side. I 
lifted his good hand and held it against my 
flushed cheek. “Darling. I don’t know how 
to explain. I had given myself to you. I 
belonged to you. but you didn’t belong to 
me. I couldn’t bear the thought of being 
parted from you for a whole year. I was 
afraid I might lose you 

He jerked up his head and stared at 
me out of eyes grown suddenly hard. “You 
mean, you knew all the time—you weren't 
just mistaken?” 

I nodded. 

He pushed me away and began to pace 
the room. Tense and frightened, I huddled 
beside the chair. 

“You let me go through all these weeks 
of anguish. You let me injure my hand. 
You’ve watched me go almost crazy worry- 
ing about how I was going to take care of 
you and the baby.” He didn’t raise his 
voice, but his words were biting in their 
cold anger. 

“But, Bart. it was because I loved you so 
much that—” 

“Love!” He brushed aside the word 
with a quick gesture of contempt. “Love 
means trust—and self-sacrifice. You didn’t 
trust me enough to wait until I was free to 
marry. I’ve given seven years of my life to 
become a doctor. Seven years of classes— 
of studying until I could hardly see the 
of working nights to 





words on the page 
pay my way. 


“Do you have any idea what that means? 
Seven long years, ceaselessly grinding 
away. I loved you enough to be ready to 
give up my ambition for your sake and our 
child’s sake. But I refuse to be tricked 
into it.” 

I caught at his arm. “Listen to me, 
Bart—please! I never meant you to quit 
school. I thought I could help you. I can 
help you...” 

He turned away impatiently. “I’m go- 
ing to succeed—and I’m going to do it 
alone. I’m not going to be a kept man, 
From now on we’re back where we were 
before you tricked me into marriage. I’m 
leaving today.” 

Sobbing hysterically I clung to him. 
“T deserve it. Bart—I’ve known that for a 
long time. I'll wait for you—for years. if 
necessary. But don’t leave me without 
saying you forgive me.” I pleaded. 

His eyes were cold and withdrawn. “It’s 
not quite that simple,” he said in a dead 
level voice that was more frightening than 
raze. “If anyone else but you had done it. 
it wouldn’t have hurt so much. I trusted 
you. I never dreamed of doubting your 
word when you told me you were pregnant. 
You took advantage of my love and trust 
to force me to marry you. It was a cheap. 
contemptible trick. And you expect me 
to forgive you—to trust you again—” 

“But don’t you understand, Bart? It 
was because I loved you—because I—” 

He smiled a little sadly. “Some day, 
Trudy. you'll learn what love really 
means.” 


When Bart left that day he took with him 
my heart, my happiness, my reason for 
living. I remained on at the little apart- 
ment. Partly because his presence still 
seemed to fill it. Partly because I wanted 
to be there waiting if he ever came back. 

I continued to work at the laundry 
though I no longer had any incentive to 
make money. But I had to eat. Not that I 
had any appetite. Sometimes the very 
sight of food nauseated me. Even clothes 
didn’t interest me any more. Why dress 
up when there was no one to care how I 
looked? 

The money I'd saved toward Bart’s col- 
lege expenses still was untouched. I longed 
to send it to him but I knew he wouldn't 
accept it. He was probably trying to make 
ends meet by working nights in a hambur- 
ger stand or a service station. It hurt me 
to think of the ceaseless grind he must be 
enduring. And his poor hand! Every time 
I remembered it—and how he got it—a 
knife seemed to twist in my heart. 

Days and nights dragged by. 
days and empty nights. Two long months 
of them. I was sleeping badly, eating little. 
tired all the time. I couldn’t turn out the 
work I used to. Because I couldn’t afford 
to lose my job I decided I'd better see a 
doctor. Maybe he could prescribe a tonic. 

I was a little surprised at the thorough- 
ness of his examination and how closely he 
questioned me. Finally he smiled and said, 
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“Nothing to worry about, Mrs. Ross. 
Everything appears to be quite normal.” 

“But I don’t seem to have any pep. I 
don’t even want to eat.” 

“That’s not unusual during the first 
three months of pregnancy. It'll clear up 
later.” 

The room whirled crazily around me. 
My breath strangled in my throat. When 
at last I found my voice I gasped, “But it 
can’t be true—it can’t! How could I be 
going to have a baby?” 

A faint smile played around his lips. 
“It happens quite frequently, I assure you. 
According to the tests I’ve made you're 
between two and three months: pregnant.” 


_* THE DOCTOR’S office with my 
heart in a mad turmoil. With a queer 
mixture of fear, worry and joy I realized 
this was going to change everything. My 
first impulse was to tell Bart the wonder- 
ful, amazing news. But I had torn up his 
life once. I couldn’t do it again. He must 
have this last year free and untrammeled 
to make his dreams come true. It was my 
chance to redeem myself in his eyes. 

The money I’d been saving for Bart I 
now saved for our child. But I realized I 
couldn’t remain where I was much longer. 
I couldn’t take any chances of Bart’s hear- 
ing of my condition from some source. He 
might feel it his duty to quit school and 
assume the responsibility of providing for 
his family. 

But where could I go? 
had friends and a job. It 
easy to start from scratch in a new, strange 
place where I didn’t know a soul. 

Then in a flash the idea came to me. 
Why not go to Santa Granada? The city 
was large enough that there was little 
chance Bart and I’d ever meet. But in the 
same community with him I wouldn’t feel 
so terribly alone. In an 
could contact him promptly. I might even 
be able to keep in touch with his progress 
by reading the college paper. Why hadn’t 
I thought of that before? 

By the end of the second week in Decem- 
ber I had moved to a cheap room in Santa 
Granada. I told no one where I was going. 
If they thought about it at all, they prob- 
ably assumed I'd gone to join Bart. 

I was lucky enough to get a job almost 
tight away as a checker in a large laundry 
and cleaning establishment. That meant I 
didn’t have to be on my feet much of the 
time, and that I could work to within a 
month or two of the baby’s arrival. I 
breathed a prayer of thankfulness that 'd 
been given the opportunity and the strength 
to provide for myself and the child that was 
to come, without having to cast the burden 
on Bart’s shoulders. 


Here at least I 
wouldn’t be 


emergency I 


THOSE MONTHS of working and wait- 

ing were strangely peaceful. I felt that 
I was atoning in some measure for the 
wrong I had done Bart. It brought a deep, 
quiet satisfaction to know that I was carry- 
ing his child warm and safe and beloved 


in my body. What the future held I 
couldn’t guess. I could only hope and 
pray that love would come into its own 
at last. 


As my time drew near, the temptation to 
call Bart was almost too much for me. If 
ever a woman needs the man she loves. it’s 
when she’s going to give birth to his child. 
3ut I knew that he was in the midst of 
final examinations. It might be disastrous 
to his chances of success to upset him at 
such a time. I’d have to go through my 
ordeal alone. 

Our son was born on the twentieth of 
June. As soon as I held him in my arms I 
forgot the long. racking hours of pain. He 
was so tiny. so helpless. with his little seek- 
ing mouth nuzzling against me, and his tiny 
curled-up fists beating the air. 

I longed for Bart to see his son. But 
first. I had to make sure that the critical 
period of finals was over. That’s why for 
seven days I had Miss Webster bring me 
the paper. I read it and reread it. so as not 
to miss the item that meant the long. bitter, 
yearning months were over, and happiness 
and fulfillment lay ahead. 

“Here’s the mail at last.” I heard some- 
one say. 

I turned with a start to see Miss Webster 
come down the ward, distributing letters to 
the patients. At my bed she stopped. “And 
here’s your paper at last. Mrs. Ross.” she 
said brightly as if to console me because 
as usual there was no mail for me. 

I thanked her. and my hand trembled 
as I spread open the paper. On the front 


the latest murder—new Russian 


page. 
scares—squabbles in Washington. The 


second page, stock market reports. local 
happenings. The third. a full page ad of 
a sale at Millender’s Department Store. 
As usual. the dull ache of disappoint- 
began to replace my 
I kept flipping over the pages 
sick with 


ment eager ex- 
pectancy. 
despondently. My heart was 
hope deferred. 

Suddenly a hot. wild, sweet pain stabbed 
me. From among a group of young men 
and women I caught sight of a face that 
seemed like a memory out of the past. 

I rubbed my I'm seeing things, 
I thought. I looked again—and my heart 
began to hammer. I wasn’t mistaken. It 
was a familiar Bart’s face. Older 
and thinner—and more lined—but unmis- 
takably his dear face. And the caption un- 
der the picture said: GRADUATING 
CLASS FROM MEDICAL SCHOOL OF 
SANTA GRANADA COLLEGE. 

So my darling had made the grade. In 
spite of all I had done to him, he had made 
He hadn't given 


eyes. 


face. 


his dreams come true. 
years of his life and the strength of his 
young body in vain. 

It was some minutes before I was com- 
posed enough to read the small print. The 
graduating exercises were to be held in 
the stadium And | 
wouldn't be there to see Bart graduate! 
The tears I couldn’t hold back came spill- 
ing out of my eyes and down my cheeks. 


this very afternoon. 


| 
| 
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So don’t risk letting that distress 
go on for another day. See for your- 
self how fast it helps your itchy, 
troubled skin feel good again! 


Small size only 25¢. Regular 75¢ size 
gives you four times as much. 


COMPLEXION SECRET 


The deep-acting foamy medication of 
gentle SKIN SUCCESS SOAP fights off 
surface skin germs that often cause 
pimples, blackheads and blemishes 


PALMERS BQMISCESSS on 3S35 
Get into the Big Money! 


Sell SHIRTS 


with FREE SALES KIT 


Men Everywhere Prefer Shirts 
| Made by Famous BOSTONIAN 


Big, old company invites you to 
make MORE MONEY in a busi- 
ness of your own taking orders for 
high quality Bostonian Shirts at 
low prices. Show big selection of 
dress and sport shirts—all styles, 
sizes, colors and fabrics. Market 
unlimited. Quality and value 
<> make lifetime customers foryou. 
Complete Apparel Line 
Extra profits with spectacular values in 
eS rainwear, children’s wear, underwear, 
s | slacks,etc. No experience needed. Start 
spare time. Elaborate costly Sales Kit 
with actual fabric-samples sent to you 

~~ FREE. RUSH COUPON today. 
BOSTONIAN MFG. CO., Dept..F-65 
89 Bickford St., Boston 20, Mass. 


Mail Coupon § sostonian, Dent. F 65 
89 BICKFORD, BOSTON 30, MASS. 


| Rush FREE Sales Kit. 
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“Why, Mrs. Ross, what’s the matter?” 
It was Miss Webster again. “You must 
think of your baby. You’re going to get 
him all upset as well as yourself.” She 
drew the screen around the bed. 
ij I smiled up at her through my tears. 
“Miss Webster, I’ve got to send a telegram 

right away. It must be delivered this 
afternoon.” 

She glanced at her watch. “I'll be going 
off duty in about ten minutes. Would you 
like me to take care of it for you?” 

“You're very kind. May I have a pencil 
and paper, please?” 

I managed to steady my hand enough to 
write. All I said was, “Congratulations and 
love from your wife and son in the Santa 
Granada Maternity Hospital.” I addressed 
it to Bart at the stadium. 

Miss Webster said, “Ill impress on them 

has to be delivered without fail this 
| afternoon. Now see if you can’t get a 


ne 


little nap. Ill tell the relief nurse to leave 
he screen around the bed.” 

I thanked her with my eyes. I was too 
much choked up to speak. I think she un- 


derstood without my telling her how 
desperately I needed privacy todgy above 
all days. 


I lay very still. A tender warmth was 
trembling through me. My body was here 
in the hospital bed, but my spirit was at 
the stadium. I seemed to see plainly the 
sunshine, the trees, the masses of flowers. 
| watched the people begin to fill the seats. 
Just a dibble at first—then a steady stream. 
[ watched the graduates file into their 

eserved section, looking oddly dignified in 
their caps and gowns. I saw them advance 
one by one to receive their diplomas. 

Then Bart was stepping forward. I 
thought my heart would burst. I could 
hear the sound of applause as the president 
handed him his diploma. But Bart’s face 
wasn't flushed and elated like the others. 
[t was white and twisted, and his eyes were 
desolate. 

Suddenly I was sobbing convulsively into 

pillow. It was my fault that this day, 
which should have been the crowning glory 
Bart’s career, was nothing more than 
lust and ashes. He had no one to rejoice 
No one to care. 
Miss Webster returned on duty at four. 
said at the Western Union office 
ir wire, along with all the others, would 
delivered right after the ceremony this 
ifternoon,” she told me. 

rhen Bart should have it by now. I felt 

Would he come? Could 


with him. 


They 


myself tensing. 
forgive me? 
[ wasn’t left long in doubt. From be- 
my screen I could hear Miss Web- 
; voice saying cheerfully, “Now don’t 
rry—she’s getting along just fine. And 
i have a beautiful baby boy.” 
paused outside the screen. 
Then, incredibly, Bart was kneeling by my 
bed, dry sobs tearing at his throat. 
My hand silently stroked his hair until 
caught it and held it to his lips. “My 
darling,” he whispered, “you went through 
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this all alone. I was stupid—I never 
guessed. I went back in the Christmas 
vacation to beg your forgiveness—to tell 
you I couldn’t live without you. You were 
gone. No one knew where. I nearly went 
insane.” 
“T left when I discovered about the baby. 
I didn’t want to mess up your life again. 
But, oh darling, how I’ve longed for you!” 
“I’m a brute—an insufferable prig—” 
I touched his lips with my fingers. “You 
mustn’t say such things about the man I 
love, Bart. It has been a bitter year for 
both of us. But think of all the grand years 
we have left—you and the baby and I.” 
A discreet cough sounded outside the 
screen. A moment later Miss Webster en- 


She handed 


tered, carrying the baby. 
him to Bart and left. 
While Bart gazed for the first time on 
the face of his son, I turned my head away, 
There are some moments too sacred for 
even a wife to share. I felt as if his very 
soul lay naked and exposed before my eyes, 
I was crying softly when he placed the 
baby by my side. “What’s the matter, 
darling?” he asked anxiously, mopping up 
my tears with his handkerchief. 
“Tt’s just that I’m so happy, Bart. I’ve 
learned at last what love really means.” 
His arms went around me. And, in the 
stillness that followed, the rays of the set. 
ting sun lit up our corner of the ward with 
a glory that never was before on land or 


sea. THE END 





Dearly Beloved 
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and feel that I could find a job that would 
enable me to augment our family income. 
I can’t make up my mind whether I should 
really argue and persuade my husband to 
move or simply to make the best of the 
existing situation. Amelia A. 


Dear Amelia: 

There are so many things to consider in 
answering your letter. You did not state 
whether your husband is a laborer, a white 
collar worker or a man in the professional 
field. Knowing a little about the South 
and its limited job opportunities for Ne- 
groes, I shall assume that he is a laborer. 

Maybe the reason that he is not willing 
to make the big change is that he may be 
in line for a promotion which will increase 
his present pay. Then too, moving to a 
strange city with no job prospects lined 
up for either of you is certainly a big 
gamble, especially with three children to 
provide for. If I were you I would think 
twice before making such a big decision. 

Housing and food will probably be much 
higher in the North than in Georgia. If 
you own your home you are more for- 
tunate than many city folk who depend on 
furnished rooms or apartments for their 
housing. Moving is a serious business and 
you should study all of the angles before 
you talk it over again with your husband. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am going with a very nice fe!low but 
he doesn’t want me to finish school. I 
will be a senior in high school next year 
and I was thinking about going to college. 
I love him very much and really want to 
marry him, but he feels that we should 
marry this summer before I go back to 
school. 

My folks think that I should wait and 
even finish college before I marry John. I 
would like to but I’m afraid he won’t wait 
for me that long. Do you think its all 


right for me to marry him now or should I 
go back to school? Debra A. 


Dear Debra: 

By all means plan to return to school, 
At least, finish your last year in high school 
and then think very seriously about going 
to college. You are rather young now for 
marriage and your boy friend seems like 
an older person who wants to settle down 
right away. You would be cheating your. 
self out of the best years of your life if you 
deprived yourself of a college education, 

Marriage and babies can wait. When 
you are married it will be for a long time 
and not an easy life in any case. I think 
it best for you to go ahead with your 
schooling. Chances are that you will meet 
a much nicer person on your educational 
level if you went to college and who knows 
what may develop then? 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I’m engaged to a boy who is now in Ger- 
many but I have been going around with a 
married man who has one child. I knew 
him before he was married and he loved 
me but was forced to marry this girl be- 
cause of the child. 

I see now that I love him more than the 
one I’m engaged to and he loves me. He 
wants me to leave with him and he can 
get a divorce afterward. What should I 


do? Ruth L. 


Dear Ruth: 

Before you begin to talk about love and 
marriage, see first of all that this married 
man is legally divorced from his wife. You 
would be quite foolish to live with him be- 
fore he does get a divorce. Why not wait 
until your fiancé comes home from Ger 
many before you really make up your mind 
about the man you love. It may turn out 
to be the boy in Germany and then you 
would be in a fix. 

Tell this married man to go back to his 
wife and stay there. He probably doesn't 
intend to get a divorce anyway and is just 
stringing you along. Don’t be as stupid as 
he thinks you are! 
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Secrets a 

Husband 

Should Share 
(Continued from Page 31) 





a man thinks is possible. I keep only 
enough money for my personal expenses 
and to take my wife downtown to dinner 
and a show, but she gets the bulk of my 
earnings. When I hold it all, I forget about 
a lot of things that have to be done, al- 
though I admit it took a little time for me 
to learn that lesson. 

Recently, I made some records that have 
anew sound—new for me, that is. While 
I've never sung low-down blues, and I don’t 
want to get completely away from the 
blues. I want to move into the “pop” field, 
which offers many more possibilities, I feel. 
One of my latest recordings for Columbia 
Records is a ballad titled “Ill Carry On,” 
which was done with a big orchestra and 
strings in the background. When my new 
records are released, the public response 
will determine whether it is the beginning 
of a new trend for me. 

So far, there have been no deep. dark 
secrets that I’ve had to hide from my wife. 
I think it is not only unwise but dishonest 
fora couple to keep things from each other. 
Many times, after the newness of the mar- 
triage wears off, a man tends to keep it a 
secret how much 1¢ loves his wife and 
family; or maybe he is one of those men 
who thinks it is not masculine to show 
affection. 

Today, whenever I sit down to a delicious 
meal my wife has prepared or watch my 
six-year-old daughter, Juanita. sprawled 
out in front of the television, I realize how 
lucky Iam. The long separation from my 
family fortunately turned out wel! and gave 
me a deeper appreciation of the under- 
standing that must exist between husband 
and wife if there is to be a happy marriage. 

My wife watches me work only now and 
then, so I have lots to tell her about the 
places I appear and the people I meet. 
especially, if I’ve been out of town. Some- 
times women will ‘stop me on my way to 
the dressing room after a show and usually 
they only want to say how much they en- 
joyed the show or maybe ask for a photo- 
graph. But their escorts often rudely pull 
them away with remarks like one fellow 
who growled, “Come on, chick! Just be- 
cause that cat can sing, you're acting like 
a fool!” 

Another time, at the Apollo, I had just 
fnished singing “I'll Get Along Somehow” 
when a woman in the balcony became so 
excited she screamed. The fellow she was 
with jumped up and hit her so hard I 
2 she would be knocked to aie main 

oor! 


But no matter how bobby-soxers or their 


-who can be much worse— 
react to my I can always tell my 
wife about The 
fact that she gets just as big a kick out of 
them as I do is proof to me that I have a 
very understanding wife. A can’t 
keep a secret from a woman like that. 


THE END 


older sisters- 
singing, 
such amusing incidents. 


man 





Stars and Numbers 
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month, Taurus and Capricorn should also 
gain and prosper. although some problems 
and distractions may be encountered. 
Birthdays following the of any 
month of each of these 
tioned are the most favored. 
the same prominence in September for the 


tenth 
signs men- 


There is not 


six 


fire and air signs—Aries, Gemini, Leo, 
Libra, Sagittarius and Aquarius. Their 


planet excitement occurred in prior months 
and will, to some extent. get the spotlight 
from September 8th to 28th and during 
the month of October. 

While September is not always a lively 


month for social life. romance, engage- 
ments and marriage, the month this year 
offers encouragement to lovers who are 


willing to overcome obstacles to affection 
which may be thrown in their paths. The 
most favorable days for new contacts, en- 
gagements and marriages are the 3rd, 6th, 
7th, 11th, 16, 17th and 30th. Less attrac- 
tive days are the Ist, 9th. 13th. 15th and 
28th. The full moon of the 11th to 12th 
is the high tide of the month for conjugal 
happiness. 

Number combinations having ger 
support are 5, 6 and 9; 6. 8 and 9; 2. 3 and 
4. The numbers 2, 3 and 7 have a “luck” 
aspect. Those born on September Ist and 
llth can receive special favors and find 
greater success with prospects. It is well 
to keep in mind that nature supports those 
who are active, well-disposed, thrifty and 
dependable. These qualities of character 
lead to success and good fortune. 

The following days in September are 
considered as being more favorable to the 
12 Signs of the Zodiac: 


Aries: 3, 5, 7, 9, 10. 13. 18. 21, 23. 
Taurus: 3, 6, 8, 11, 12, 15, 20, 24, 25. 
Gemini: 1, 4, 12. 14, 18, 21, 26, 28, 30. 
Cancer: 3, 6, 11, 15, 17, 19, Jag 30. 
Leo: 4, 6, 11. 13. 16, 17, 18, 21, : zi. 
Virgo: 1, 3, 6, 8, 11, 15, 17, 19, 04, 30. 
Libra: 5, 7, 9, 10, 16, 18, 21, 23, 26, 30. 


8, 11, 16, 19, 20, 24, 25, 2 


Scorpio: 


Sagittarius: 4, 10, 13, 16, 17, 21, 23 
4 
Capricorn: 1, 3, 6, 12, 15, 17, 24, 28, 30. 


Aquarius: 4, 6, 9. 11. 14, 16, 18, 26, 27. 

Pisces: 1, 3, 6, 8, 11, 16, 19, 28, 30. 

Do you know under which sign of the 
Zodiac If not, 
this sending a 
addressed, 
Sides, Tan, 
Chicago 16. 


you were born? you can 


self- 
Helen 
Ave., 


get information by 
envelope to 


Michigan 


stamped 
1820 South 
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coats, in Sizes 38 to 60. 

This smart Printed 
80-square Percale 
Frock, enhanced by 
attractive de detailing, is 


Others 32 39 
up. Also suits, $399 
hose, corsets. 

SIZES 38 TO 60 BUST 


fane Pryant 
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Florida Style Book FREE! 


Now! Get EXTRA VALUE for every dol- 
lar! Thrilling new fall styles. America’s 
lowest prices. FREE! Your personal copy 
of America’s famous fashion book brings 
you NEW Florida-designed most-in- = 
mand styles — exciting fashions you neve 
thought you could afford! Now LOW ER PRICED THAN 
EVER! Junior, miss, lovely-lady — be first to see everything 
you want. oe from 100° : bd glamorous new —- i 
name and address today. 100% _ satisfaction gua 

FLORIDA FASHIONS, inc. ORLANDO 493, FLORIDA, 


PUTS YOU | N 

BUSINESS! 
Earn $84 EXTRA a Month 

on just 5 Sales a Week! 

Go into business without seatios a cent! 
My powerful FREE Sales makesit easy 
totake orders for Mason’s fast-selling line of 
leather jackets. Your friends, a , out- 


door workers will grab these ‘from u, pay- 
g Profits on each order! Just =n Sof our 







DEPT. 62 
INDIANAPOLIS 17 
INDIANA 

















ets of veg Capeskin leather, Sued 
Gabardine, Woo ke 
styles for men, ARS. - laclading cont popular Air 
Cushioned work shoes. ST buy from you, because we d@ 


FREE KIT! | ooccciratorvoer FREE money-making SalesRY mow? 


MASON SHOE MFG. CO., Dept. mA-434, Chippewa F alts, Wis_ 





ENJOY A PERMANENT, 
BIG PAY CAREER as a 


‘PRACTICAL 


NURSE 





EARN AT HOME WHILE LEARNING 


FREE SAMPLE LESSON shows how easily you can 
become a professionally trained practical nurse 
by home study in a short time. NO HIGH 
SCHOOL NEEDED No age limit. 


FOR FREE LESSON and 
FULL INFORMATION 


i Post Graduate Hospital 
School of Nursing 





17D94 Auditorium Bidg. 
Chicago 5, Illinois 
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With Each Order of 4 or More} 
{ RECORD (our choice) 
{ PHOTO of a Leading Artist 


LATEST RELEASES AND RECORDS 











© WORK WITH ME ANNIE—Midnighters..... .89 
“] JUST MAKE LOVE TO ME—Muddy Waters.. .89 
=| SH-BOOM—The Chords ..........sceseeeees 89 | 
} PLEASE FORGIVE ME—Johnny Ace........ .89 
] HONEY LOVE—Drifters ..........-ceeceeeee -89 
“) 1F | LOVED YOU—Roy Hamilton........... .89 
1) EVERYTHING |! DO IS WRONG—B. B. King .89 ff 
“] WHERE DID YOU STAY—Fats Domino..... -89 ff 
C) | WAS WRONG—Flamingoes......-..... . 89 
0) SEXY WAYS—Midnighters............+-+0+- 89 
©) YOU'RE MINE—Danny Overbea.........-..- 89 
CC) BLUE HOURS—Hot Shots...........ceeceee 89 
().CONFESSIN’—Shirley & Lee.......-..+e00+- 89 
C) YOU'LL NEVER WALK ALONE 


—Roy _— 89 
OO GOODNITE SWEETHEART oo 

aniels .89 

} LOVEY DOVEY—Clovers ......-.seeseeeees 89 


"] SHAKE, RATTLE AND ROLL—Joe Turmer.. .89 
}) THE STORY OF MY LIFE—Guitar Slim.... .89 








C1) ULL DIE HAPPY—Louis Jordan............ 89 
C1] OH BABY—Little Walter............--ceeee 89 
CO) WATCHDOG—Lula Reed .........0-..0--00e 89 
[1 SINNERS DREAM—Eugene Fox............ -89 
"] VE GOT A FEELING—Big Maybelle....... -89 
“) ONE MORE CHANCE—Chuck Willis........ .89 
Oo THE WOMAN | LOVE—B. B. King......... -89 
[] CONTRARY MARY—Lightning Hopkins..... 89 
") BUMP ON A LOG—Lula Reed.............. -89 
0 MY FRIENDS—Strangers ..........++eeeeee -89 f 
[} CRY SOME MORE—Five Royales.... o-. 269 ff 
B JIMMIE LEE—Lloyd Price...........-eeee . 897 
} LEE GOOFED—Shirley & Lee . . . . £89 ff 
OC) YOUNG RED ROOSTER—Leon Tarver. coccce -89 
| SUCH A NIGHT—Drifters............. o- 89 
MY MEMORIES OF YOU—Harp-Tones...... .89 
OC) YOU DONE ME WRONG—Fats Domino. . ao 89 
DAD GUM YOUR HIDE—Louis Jordan..... 89 
[) HONEY HUSH—Joe Turmer...........--++0- 89 
[] EVERY DAY—Faye Adams.............+.-- 89 
 'T SHOULD’VE BEEN ME—Ray Charles.... .89 
} | DIDN’T WANT TO DO IT—Spiders........ 89 
|] PRAYIN’ TO THE LORD—B. B. King...... 89 


7 'M YOUR HOOCHIE COOCHIE MAN 

—Muddy Waters .89 

") THE THINGS | USED TO DO—Guitar Slim. .89 
[ OKE-SHE-MOKE-SHE-POP—Joe Turner.... .89 
7 YOU'RE SO FINE—Little Walter........... qd 
© SUNDAY KIND OF LOVE—Harp-Tones..... .89 
SOMETHING’S WRONG—Fats Domino...... .8 

[) PING PONG—Tiny Bradshaw........+..+++- -89 

} THE PROPOSAL—Shirley & Lee eee 
1 HAD A NOTION—Joe Morris.. 
MONEY HONEY—Clyde McPhatte 

") SHAKE A HAND—Faye Adams 

} BLIND LOVE—B. B. King. 

C) YOU'RE STILL MY BABY—C 
] SAVING MY LOVE FOR YOU—Johnny Ace. . 
] | WANT TO THANK YOU—Five Royales.... 
[) MAD LOVE—Muddy Waters 
[) MEMORIES—FEar! Bostic ... 
“) THE CLOCK—Johnny Ace......--.. 2 wwiee 

}) BLUES WITH A FEELING—Little ter 

[) PLEASE DON’T LEAVE ME—Fats Domino.. .89 

") HEAVY JUICE—Tiny Bradshaw..... 8! 
PLEASE LOVE ME—B. B. King.. 

-} SOF T—Tiny Bradshaw ........--+--+ 

]) BABY DON’T DO IT—Five Royales. 
CROSS MY HEART—Johnny Ace......... 

SPIRITUALS 

] HE LIFTED ME—Prof. A. Bradford........ .89 
PRAYER WHEEL—Dixie Humming Birds.... 

} GOIN’ ON WITH JESUS—Nightingales...... . 
TOO CLOSE TO HEAVEN—Prof. A. Bradford .89 
LORD LORD LORD—Prof. Alex Bradford.... 

] MARCHING TO ZION—Davis Sisters........ .89 

) 1F IT WASN'T FOR THE LORD 

—Angelic Gospel Singers .89 

1] OH LORD HOW LONG—Ward Singers...... 89 

] THE BALL GAME —Sis. Jessie Mae Renfro... .89 

} LONG AS JESUS LIVES—Swanee Quintet... .89 
LET'S GO TO THE PROGRAM 

—Dixie Humming Birds .89 
SIT DOWN SERVANT—Swanee Quintet..... .89 

) WALK IN THE LIGHT—Swanee Quintet.... .89 

WONDER WILL I EVER REST 

—Mahalia Jackson .89 
WHEN | LOST MY MOTHER—Blind Boys.. .89 
SURELY SURELY AMEN—Spirit of Memphis .89 
ONE-TWO-THREE—Chosen Gospel Singers.. . 


























STAND BY ME—Davis Sisters.............. -89 

FOOTPRINTS OF JESUS—Davis Sisters.... .89 

HOW MANY TIMES—Ward Singers......... 89 

} ONE WAY STREET—Clara Ward........... .89 
i THANK THE LORD—Nightingales........ .89 

LEAK IN THE BUILDING—Bells of Joy.... .89 

.89 





MY ROCK—Swan Silvertones..... eeecece 
| WAS PRAYING—Five Blind Boys. rewreesde 89 
IN THE UPPER ROOM—Mahalia Jackson. .89 
COME IN THE ROOM—The Martin Singers. 89 
WILL HE WELCOME ME THERE? 
—Nightingales .89 
WORLD PRAYER—Five Blind Boys......... -89 
LET’S TALK ABOUT JESUS—Bells of Joy.. .89 
OLD SHIP OF ZION—Five Blind Boys...... .89 
OUR FATHER—Five Blind Boys............ -89 
SURELY GOD IS ABLE—Ward Singers..... -89 
JESUS GAVE ME WATER-—Soul Stirrers.... .89 
MILKY WHITE WAY—Trumpeteers........ .89 
WHEN HE SPOKE—Ward Singers.........- .89 
TELL THE ANGELS—Ward Singers......... .89 


SSEX RECORD SHOP 


114 SPRINGFIELD AVENUE 
NEWARK 3, NEW JERSEY 
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date released no less than 12 single sides 
by the Basie band, as many as eight LP 
albums. When the diskery released one of 
the albums recently, it wrote about the 
band on the jacket. saying: “This is a band 
that converts all kinds of audiences, and 
it makes no difference if the house is full 
or not, the band always plays its best for 
the sheer enjoyment of playing. It is a 
modern band, with modern soloists, yet it 
has the essential and universally attractive 
Basie Kansas City swing.” 

The aggregation Basie heads today plays 
pretty much the same style as the one he 
fronted 15 years ago when he literally 
stormed out of Kansas City to make the 
nation swing-happy. However, as a unit, 
the current band is rated by most experts 
as being sharper and smoother in execu- 
tion than the old one which highlighted 
tenor sax stars Lester Young and Herschel 
Evans. 

Today’s Basie group features bombastic 
brass and a driving rhythm. Top instru- 
mentalists in the group are trumpeter Joe 
Newman, guitarist Freddie Greene and 
drummer Gus Johnson. The band gets 
many of its arrangements from one of the 
most talented writers in the business, Neal 
Hefti. 

Count is often asked how he compares 
his present band with the old one. “I 
can’t,” he always replies, “to tell the truth. 
Different trends in music move in so easy 
and fast that you really don’t realize actual- 
ly what’s happening if you live with it 
while it’s moving. So I really haven’t had 
time to stop and think how to compare 
the bands.” 

Count openly is happy that he made the 
successful move back to swing. Still he is 
a firm supporter of progress in music and 
has nothing but high praise for some of 
the modernists. Declares he: “Guys like 
Charlie Parker and Dizzy Gillespie con- 
tributed so much to making the steps of 
progress of modern music. It was the 
finest thing in the world that could happen 
because everything has to change.” 
RECORD OF THE MONTH: Decca’s 
Baby/I Need by Ella Fitzgerald on a 
couple of new ballads, exhibiting her in- 
comparable vocalistics. The material is 
only average but the “First Lady of Song” 
makes the most of what’s there. Backed 
by Gordon Jenkins’ orchestra and chorus, 
Ella caresses Baby at an easy gait, picks 
up the tempo a peg on Need which she 
sings warmly and in captivating fashion. 
This coupling likely will click on jukes 
and dise jockey shows. 

GOOD: Columbia’s Yow’re Driving Me 
Crazy/Oh, What A Beautiful Morning 
presenting the stylized offerings of piano 
wizard Erroll Garner on two oldies with 
rhythm support. He romps merrily through 
the tours, displaying all his standardized 
gimmicks: the lock-handed technique on 
chords, the lagging right on rhythmical 


interludes and the expressions of gayety 
and humor all over. With those features, 
the release should appeal greatly to Garner 
fans. 

RECOMMENDED: Decca’s_ Lonesome 
Road/Somebody Bigger Than You and |, 
a pair of classics which baritone Frank 
Davis of the Fred Waring company warbles 
effectively and appealingly. Utilizing fresh 
approaches on both sides, Davis adds new 
life to some old melodies. His rendition 
of Road, a frequently done opus, is espe. 
cially invigorating. 

ACCEPTABLE: Jacquet Jumps/JATP 
Conga, showcasing Illinois Jacquet, the 
high-flying tenor sax stylist, as he riffs 
away frantically in his best known manner 
on a duece of originals. Both sides swing 
nicely. Supporting Jacquet on the coupling 
is a small band. The cast: trumpeter Rus. 
sell Jacquet (Illinois’ brother), baritone 
saxist Cecil Payne, trombonist Matthew 
Gee, bassist Al Lucas, drummer Shadow 
Wilson and pianist Johnny Acca. They lay 
down some appropriate background music 
for Illinois to maneuver in front of with 
his frenetic solos. 





Health 
(Continued from Page 45) 


people which were not clumped by his 
serum must be very much like his own 
blood cells whereas the cells of others 
must be vastly different. 

After testing the serum and red blood 
cells of thousands of people against each 
other, Landsteiner came to the conclusion, 
which has been verified hundreds of times, 
that all people in the world can be divided 
into four groups according to the way their 
serum and blood cells react when mixed. 
He called these four groups A, B, AB, and 
O. 

The serum of group A people will clump 
the red cells of group B and group AB 
but not those of other people in group A. 
Likewise, the serum of group B will clump 
the cells of group A and group AB but not 
those of group B. 

While the red blood cells of group AB 
are clumped by the serum of both group 
A and group B, the serum of group AB 
will not clump cells of either group A or 
of group B. The cells of group O are not 
clumped by the serum of any group but 
the serum of this group will clump the 
cells of all other groups. 

If bloods will clump when mixed to 
gether in a test tube, they will also clump 
when mixed in the veins after a transfu- 
sion, with some exceptions. These facts 
explained why some previous human blood 
transfusions were successful and_ other 
were not. People who belong to the same 
group can be transfused with each other 
without danger. The blood cells of group 
O are not clumped by the serum of aly 
group and although group O serum will 
clump cells of all other groups, this serum 
is diluted so much when a pint of blood és 
given into the veins of a patient that i 
doesn’t matter. 
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HELP PREVENT DRY, CRACKING HAIR 
CAUSED BY ABUSE AND NEGLECT 
DON'T WAIT UNTIL IT’S TOO LATE 


DOES IT 


eT ow = F-¥4 M4 





TOO FAST? 


GIVE YOURSELF THIS TREATMENT JUST ONCE 


That's All We Ask — Just One Trial — You Will Marvel At The Results. 
You Will Be Absolutely Amazed Or It Doesn't Cost You One Penny. 
This Fine Care With Latest Formulas Aids in Preventing DRY, .CRACK- 
on bang IT MAY BE THE ANSWER TO YOUR HAIR AND SCALP 


TAKE REAL FINE CARE OF YOUR SCALP 
e MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 


While there is something new under the sun, olmost every doy. 


Beavticions, Expert Hairdressers and Dermatologists all are familiar 
HELP DRY with the use of LANOLIN. In recent years, it has been believed thot 
7 CHOLESTROL is the active ingredient of LANOLIN. CHOLESTROL is 
CRACKING HAIR FINAL STEP on ingredient found in all vegetables, in all animals, and in our 
Being a woman, your hair is in need of either 7% bodies. It is now possible for chemists to produce o synthetic 
wavin rcelli . CHOLESTROL, which mokes it possible to.use CHOLESTROL in this 
"ig 9, ates ee , sttiatetae*te-is If you press, special hair and scalp treatment. Your hair grows from the follicles 
e certain to use t ie special Homogenized located in the tissues of your scalp. The condition of your hoir 
Formula enclosed with your treatment. This depends upon the normal health of your scalp. The LANOLIN Cream 
formula contains micro-wax which melts with Shampoo which you receive with this treatment is to be used as a 
the heat of the comb and water-proofs the  Shompoe to cleanse the hair and scalp. 
hair, and at the same time helps to hold the Yoy get everything, the L.S.C. Balsam Treatment, the LANOLIN 
setting or styling. Shampoo, the DH12 Formula containing CHOLESTROL and the special 
THIS SPECIAL PRESSING COMPOUND RESISTS PERSPI- Homogenized Formula, all a real value, formerly $4.75, but all you 


RATION AND KEEPS YOUR HAIR LOOKING LOVELIER, 
LONGER. HELPS PREVENT OVER- PRESSED, pry. Pay now is only $2.98, plus postage. Follow directions and you will 


CRACKING HAIR CONDITION. bless the day you tried this proper way. 


SEND NO MONEY itt in couron-TEAR OFF AND MAIL NOW! 


OLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS, Inc., Brooklyn 23, N. Y.Devt- YL-9 

SPECIAL 3 MONTH SIZE TREATMENT MONEY BACK GUARANTEE er 
I would like to try your special hair and scalp treatment. Send me one Regular Ord 

I sire Jar of L.S.C. Balsam Treatment containing LANOJIN Sulphur. Castor Oil ‘and 

Balsam of Peru—A Jar of Lanolin Cream Shampoo. A Regular Size Jar of DH-12 Now 
Formula containing CHOLESTROL and a Regular Size of Homogenized Pressing 
Cream to be used for pressing. waving or marcelling made with micro-wax, 

| CANOLIN Emulsion. Mineral Oils, all power-homogenized into a protective, lubri- 
cating formula. Send me everything. On delivery collect $2.98, plus postage. 
I must be delighted and pleased in every way or every cent will be refunded. 

|: I am pleased. I will tell my friends about this wonderful system treatment 


















and of the benefits of LANOLIN and CHOLESTROL. Send everything to: 
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CITY ZONE STATE 
| YOU GET ENOUGH OF EVERYTHING TO LAST 3 MONTHS 


The treatment as described here should be taken every two weeks. The hair will stay 
lovely. curled. waved or pressed until the shampoo is given. The benetits of the overnight 
entiseptic treatment are best when spread at intervals of two weeks and given before the 
| necessary shampoo. Full directions come on esch jar in this treatmest. A 100% money back 
uarastee will be included in your package along with the Doctor's Booklet on Hair aad 
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Washable — 
made of Leno 
Lastex, satin- 
faced rayon. 
Fully guaran-. 
teed. Light- 
weight Sizes 
24 to 40. 


y “goodbye” to clumsy waist line! Hide-A- 
Waist automatically shapes your figure to a new 
loveliness. Banishes unwanted bulges—gives 
you the narrow youthful waist newest styles de- | 
mand. You've never had such graceful, alluring | 

irves—such freedom and style in anything | 
you've worn. 4 extra-length detachable and ad- | 
justable garters complete Hide-A-Waist. 


TO DAY TRIAL FREE! 


| 
Order today. Wear it 10 days FREE. If not de- 
lighted, return for refund. Sizes 24 to 34, $2.98. | 

| 





Sizes 35 and over, $3.98 (50c extra for the 4 
extra-length detachable and adjustable garters.) 
he egman Lompany §=Dept. 555. 
| 35 Wilbur ST. Lynbrook WY. { 
f- sh my new HIDE-A-WAIST three-in-one at once. | 
if ! am not gp 4 satisfied | will return it after 
10-day FREE trial for prompt refund of full pur- ! 
| chase price. 
Size .. ++. (waist size in inches). { 
Also send sets of extra-length ae 
| and adjustable garters at only SOc for set four. I 
Send C.0.D. | — pay postman on delivery plus 
| few cents postag 
1 enclose papunent. The S. J. Wegman Co. will i 
pay postage. 
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Therefore. blood of group O is called 
the “universal donor” and can be given 
fairly safely in an emergency to a patient 
of any group. Also, since serum of group 
AB will not clump red blood cells of any 
other group, people who belong to this 
group can, when it is necessary, receive 
blood without much difficulty, from any 
group. They are called “universal recip- 
ients”. 

Before a blood transfusion is made, both 
donor and recipient must be “typed”, that 
is, their respective blood groups must be 
determined. If they belong to the same 
group it is assumed that the transfusion 
can be made safely. But in order to be 
more sure, the bloods are “cross-matched”, 
that is, the serum of one is mixed with the 
cells of the other. 

If they are of the same group, there is 
usually no clumping and the transfusion 
can proceed. Sometimes, because of cer- 
tain technical and complicated reasons, 
cross-matching may reveal clumping even 
though the bloods are of the same type. 
Transfusion is then barred. 

When a person is sick, there are many 
relatives and friends who are willing to 
give a pint of blood to help recovery. It 
is possible that out of a dozen such volun- 
teer donors there may not be one of the 
same type as the patient. Hospitals have 
solved this problem by establishing so- 
called “blood banks” that operate in the 
following way. 

The blood bank will take the donor’s 
blood. If it is not of the same type as the 
patient, it will be put in cold storage and 
the blood bank will take out of reserve in 
cold storage a bottle of blood that is of 
the proper type. However, most blood 
banks require two, three, or even four do- 
nors for each bottle taken out of the cold 
storage reserve. 

In this way a blood bank can build up 
a supply of bloods of various groups to 
be used in emergencies. Blood can be kept 
in cold storage usually not over two weeks. 
After this, it must be discarded although 
the plasma part can be saved and stored 
indefinitely for special purposes. 

The technicians who operate a blood 
bank must be highly trained for this pur- 
pose. They must know the precise tech- 
nique of typing and cross-matching. They 
must be skilled in drawing blood from a 
donor. They must know the exacting re- 
quirements for storing blood in the cold 
chambers. They must be extremely care- 
ful not only in their tests but in labeling 
containers of blood because a mistake 
could very easily cause a death. 

A great problem in blood transfusions 
is to prevent the so-called blood transfusion 
reactions and to prevent the transference 
of disease from the donors. Most transfu- 
sion reactions are due to incorrect typing 
and cross-matching but sometimes they 
arise because improperly sterilized para- 
phernalia are used. Transference of disease 
is minimized by careful examination of 
the donor and thorough questioning of him 
about previous illnesses. Even this oc- 


casionally fails to accomplish the desired 
purpose, 

It was mentioned that the first human-to- 
human blood transfusions were direct from 
artery to vein and were considered a diff. 
cult operation. Nowadays the process is an 
indirect one and is very simple. All that 
is required is a bottle, rubber or plastic 
tubing. and a couple of needles. These are 
purchased from a manufacturer already as. 
sembled and sterilized. A pint bottle con- 
taining a fluid coagulant is sealed tight 
with a rubber stopper under a vacuum. An 
already sterilized hypodermic needle at- 
tached to each end of a piece of rubber or 
plastic tubing completes the equipment. 

One of the hypodermic needles is put in 
the donor’s vein and the other needle 
pierces the rubber stopper of the bottle. 
The vacuum in the bottle draws in the 
blood which is gently agitated to mix it 
thoroughly with the anticoagulant. When 
the bottle is full, the tubing is clamped and 
the needles removed from the vein end the 
rubber stopper which is self-sealing. And 
that is all there is to taking blood from a 
donor. The blood is tested for type and for 
syphilis. If the test for syphilis is nega- 
tive the bottle is properly labeled as to 
type and with the date of withdrawal. It 
is then placed in the refrigerator until 
there is a demand for that particular type 
or until its expiration has arrived. 

There is no question but that blood 
transfusions have saved millions of lives 
both in military and civilian life. Because 
it is such an easy and simple task, no one 
should ever refuse to give blood for a sick 
person that he knows or for the sole pur- 
pose of keeping up the stock of a blood 
bank. It is gratifying to know that a sim- 
ple sacrifice of a pint of blood that you will 
never miss might easily save someone’s 
life. 

While the discovery of the four blood 
groups described made it possible to do 
blood transfusions fairly safely, other kinds 
of blood groups have since been discovered 
which must be taken into account. These 
are particularly important tp couples who 
expect to have children. What they are, 
how they were discovered, and why they 
are important to prospective parents will 
be described in a subsequent article. 
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Invitation 


To Sin 


(Continued from Page 32) 


a long time to learn that, and I hadn’t yet 
learned my lesson when I saw Mark 
Harlem that day. I had to break my own 
heart and nearly destroy a beautiful love 
and a fine man before I understood myself. 

| grew up on a farm near a small Louis- 
jana town. My real father died when I was 
very young and about a year later, my 
mother married Joe Hansen, my _ step- 
father. Looking back now, I guess that 
Joe wasn’t a bad sort of guy at heart. He 
was just lazy and shiftless. I really be- 
lieve that he married my mother to get his 
hands on the rich bottom land that had 
belonged to my father. 

But after he got it, he let it go to the 
dogs and finally we were forced to sell it, 
bit by bit to keep from starving. . Finally, 
all we had left was the house and a couple 
of acres where Mom kept her chickens and 
a small garden. 

Mom was pretty wonderful. She worked 
in the garden early in the morning and late 
at night, and spent the day doing washing 
for other people, trying her best to give 
us kids a fair start in life. She just worked 
too hard and, when I was twelve, she 
caught the flu and quietly passed away one 
night. 

Then life became pure hell. Joe married 
a woman by the name of Bessie Spring, a 
fat, dirty old woman who was every bit 
as lazy as he was. But where Joe was 
good naturedly shiftless, she was mean. 
She had a tongue like a quirt and a vicious 
temper. And she hated us kids, too. If 
Joe hadn’t put his foot down, she would 
have kicked all of us out of the house. But 
Joe, for all his worthlessness, did care 
for his step-children. 

Well, that’s the kind of environment I 
grew up in. You can see why [ hated it, the 
poverty, the drunkenness, the hopelessness. 
When I was fifteen, I went into town and 
got a job as a waitress in a restaurant. It 
was hard work and very small pay, but 
anything was better than living out on the 
farm with Joe and Bessie. 

No, it seemed that I was doomed to 
spend the rest of my life, rotting in this 
small, dreary town. So, I sought refuge in 
day dreams during the day at the restau- 
rant. Between waiting on customers, I 
would play th» juke box and wearily lean 
on the counter. I’d forget my tired feet 
and aching back by dreaming about a 
tich, good-looking man who would one 
day come into the restaurant and fall in 
love with me at first sight. He would take 
me away to a rosy, exciting world and 


buy beautiful gowns for me... . 
Well, one day a good-looking man did 





come into that restaurant and fall in love 
with me. And I fell in love with him, 
The only draw-back was that he was any- 
thing but rich. He doing 
take me to the movies on Saturday night! 


i ds 
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was good to 


NAME WAS Mark Liston. He be- 

gan coming into the restaurant the 
summer that I was seventeen. I had been 
working in that place years by 
then, and I was plenty sick of it. I can tell 
you. I was dating the 
around town and had already had a num- 
ber of proposals. But they all looked like 
offers to jump from the frying pan into 
the fire. 

None of the fellows I went with had any 
money and I would have simply traded 
my cafe job for harder work caring for 
a bunch of kids in a shack, the way my 
mother had done. I didn’t want any part of 
that—besides, I hadn’t met any fellow I 
particularly cared about. 

He had lunch regularly at the cafe 
two weeks before he finally got up enough 
courage to ask me for a date. When at last 
he did ask me, I agreed to go. “I was 
wondering when you were going to ask 
me.” I teased him laughingly! “It was 
beginning to look as if I’d have to do the 
asking!” 

My candor flustered him for a moment, 
but then we laughed together. The ice was 
broken and from that moment, I think 
we were in love. 

We had a standing date for the rest of 
that summer. Every time I had a night off, 
Mark would pick me up and we'd see a 
movie, or just go for a ride and look at the 
stars. Mark’s aunt owned a small grocery 
store and she let Mark use her delivery 
truck. That was our only transportation, 
for Mark did not have a car. 

I'll never forget the night that Mark 
drew me into his arms and kissed me for 
the first time. The heavens seemed to burst 
wide pouring a great symphony of 
glad music into my heart. My lips trem- 
bled under his and my whole being yearned 
for him. 
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“Oh, Mark—Mark. I whispered 
breathlessly, tearfully. 

“Julie, my precious darling,” he mur- 
mured against my closed eyes. “I love 
you.” His strong hands gripped my arms 


and he pushed me away a little so he could 
look into my eyes. “I love you, Julie,” he 


repeated. “You know—don’t you?” 


A great hurting lump came into my 
throat. I nodded mutely. “I know,” I whis- 
pered. “I—I guess I love you too, Mark.” 


It was so beautiful—and so hopeless. 
Mark was a medical student. His aunt 
was caring for his invalid mother and 


sending him through college. There were 
still three more years ahead of him before 
he became a doctor, then more years of 
struggle before he established himself in a 
practice. 

He asked me to wait for him and in the 
fresh, sweet glory of the discovery of my 
love for him, I promised. But even while 
the came from my lips, a 


false words 

















IT COVERS GRAY HAIR 
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hair in 10 to 30 
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application 
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AIR SPECIALTY CO. 
Dept. T-9, 112 E. 23rd St., New York 10, N.Y. 


Men as well as women can use Eau Denna to advantage. 
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Do YOU want 
MONEY, LOVE and POWER? 


Do you feel that opportunity is 
passing you by? That if some- 
one showed you HOW, you 
could earn big money, be pop- 
ular and make people admire 
you? Wouldn't you like to suc- 
ceed in whatever you do? Boss 
those who now boss you? Deane 
Hammond, a college trained 
New York Public Relations ex- 

ecutive, has compiled a FOR- 
MULA FOR SUCCESS that helped him to open 
wide the door to SUCCESS, LOVE and HAPPI- 
NESS. Don't sit on the sidelines while others ob- 
tain life’s greatest pleasures. Just send me your 
name and address for a 10-DAY TRIAL. When 
the postman delivers the booklet, FORMULA 
FOR SUCCESS with instructions, pay only $2 
plus postage. Follow his directions carefully and 
I PERSONALLY GUARANTEE that if you are 








not COMPLETELY. SATISFIED within 10 days, 
I'll send your $2 right back. You are entitled to 
try to gain for yourself the HEALTH, WEALTH 
and HAPPINESS you have always wanted. Write 


MASTER, Dept. 103-5H, LYNBROOK, N. Y. 
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WonderDrug Formula 
Builds Up Hair Beauty 


Millions of people from Coast to Coast are now learning the 
scientific facts about the one thing that makes long, naturally 
attractive hair....soft, smooth, growing out rich and healthy. 


Leading authorities have con- 
firmed that it all depends on the 
mature and condition of the scalp. 
In other words, you can have gor- 
geous hair like that only if your 
scalp can make it so. 

More and more people are dis- 
covering that when they seek to im- 
prove the looks of their hair they 
must think about the condition of 
the scalp too. They are also learning 
the amazing facts about Sulfur-8 
Hair and Scalp Conditioner and how 
it works for the beauty of the hair. 


The Power of Sulfur-8 

A new scientific form of sulfur is 
being hailed by hair and scalp ex- 
perts throughout the world. This 
potent “super-sulfur”, called poly- 
sulfides, is the wonder drug featured 
in the great Sulfur-8 Hair and Scalp 
Conditioner formula. Only Sulfur-8 
has that special formula. 

Of course, Sulfur-8 cannot give 
you a new scalp, nor make your hair 
grow or be longer than your scalp 
allows, but when used in time that 
sensational Sulfur-8 formula usu- 
ally works wonders on certain con- 
ditions that may hold your hair 
back from looking its best. 











Hair Looks Healthier, Longer 

Happy Sulfur-8 users report mar- 
velous results in helping the most 
abused dry hair look softer, 
smoother and more lustrous. They 
are thrilled by the new beauty of 
their hair and have been telling 
friends about it. The fame of Sul- 
fur-8 has grown so fast that already 
millions of jars have been sold. 

So, act fast when you notice those 
first warning signs of dryness in 
your hair and scalp. Get Sulfur-8 
at the drug store right away. 
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corner of my heart whispered mockingly, 
“Wait for him? Julie, you know you won't 
wait for Mark. Think what it would mean! 
Endless more years of drudging away a 
your dreary job in this dreary little tow) 
while the best of your youth and good 
looks fades. And what real promise dy 
you have that Mark will be a success? 
Maybe he’d fail to get his degree. Or if he 
got it, maybe he’d be a failure as a doctor, 
You still might wind up in a shack, work. 
ing yourself into an early grave like your 
mother.” 

“You're going to be an inspiration to me 
to work harder than ever, Julie.” Mark 
promised. “There’s a crying need for good 
doctors. I can help so many people with 
you at my side... .” 

Good, kind Mark. You deserved some. 
one much better than me! 

The summer passed in a golden haze, 
Everything was touched by the magic of my 
love for Mark. But then fall came and 
Mark went back to college. Then the ugly 
reality of the muddy streets and the small, 
ugly buildings and the horrible monotony 
of my town and my job returned. My dis. 
contentment grew every day and I with 
drew more and more into my dreams. 

And then at last the door to my wildest 
hopes was opened. I met Sid Taylor and he 
offered me a first-class ticket to the land 
of all my most exciting dreams. Sid took 
me into the topsy-turvy, glorious and heart- 
breaking world of music. 

I met Sid at a dance in a nearby city. He 
was playing tenor sax and clarinet with 
Barney Wilson’s orchestra which was mak- 
ing a one night stand here on their tour 
through the South. Barney Wilson didn't 
have the top band in the country but he 
was definitely a “name”. I’d heard his 
records on juke boxes, turned him in on 
the radio and had seen his name in Jet 
magazine many times. 

Of course I was wildly excited when a 
boy I knew asked me to go to the dance. 
It was the first opportunity in my life to 
hear a big-time orchestra in person. 

I'm afraid my date didn’t get much a- 
tention out of me that night. I floated 
around the dance floor in a daze, my eyes 
riveted on the bandstand. Enviously, | 
watched the glamorous girl singer and the 
group of smartly dressed women who | 
knew were orchestra wives, sitting at 4 
table near the bandstand. How lucky they 
were! The exciting places they could go, 
the music they heard! Why, they were 
really living. I was just existing on the 
gray fringe of life. 

How I wished that I was one of them. 

Perhaps, if I hadn’t had that spat with 
my date I wouldn’t have met Sid. But my 
date began getting peeved because I paid 
such little attention to him. Then he started 
drinking a lot. By twelve o’clock he could 
barely stand up. He just sort of slopped 
around the floor when we danced and ! 
held onto him grimly, getting my dress 
torn and my feet stepped on. 

Finally, I told him angrily that we'd 
better sit down for a while. He said 4 
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few nasty words to me, then walked off in 
a huff in search of another drink. I sup- 
pose he passed out somewhere for I never 
saw him again that night. That didn’t 
break my heart. I got to do what I'd been 
wanting all night: stand up near the or- 
chestra and watch the musicians perform. 

I had quite a struggle to get near the 


bandstand. About half the people in the 
hall were dancing and the rest were 


crowded around the band, watching them. 
[| finally threaded my way right up to the 
band, though, and I looked up and there 
was Sid at the microphone, taking a solo 
on his clarinet. 

I hadn’t had a drink all night. but listen- 
ing to that music went to my head like 
strong wine. Barney Wilson believed in a 
varied program. He tried to please every- 
body. so he played some ballads, some 
waltzes, along with the blues and salted 
the whole program with plenty of good, 
driving jazz. 

I guess he must have become aware of 
the way I was staring at him. When the 
next intermission came around he put his 
horn down and suddenly walked to the 
edge of the stand where I was and knelt 
down so he could talk to me! 

My heart hopped around like a fright- 
ened bunny. 

“You seem to be enjoying the music, 
miss.” he said to me, his white teeth flash- 
ing in a smile. 

“I—I am,” I stammered fervently. 

He glanced around me, frowned. “Don’t 
tell me you came here alone?” 

I explained about my date having too 
much to drink. 

He shook his head. “Can’t understand 
any guy leaving a cute chick like you alone. 
A man can get a drink anytime.” Then he 
smiled again, disarmingly. “Like to make 
a request? I'll get Barney to play it for 
you if you wish.” 

I gulped out the first tune that came to 
my mind and he promised they'd play it, 
then he went off with the rest of the 
musicians. 

Sure enough, they played my request as 
the first number after the intermission 
ended. Sid winked at me while they were 
playing it and my heart gave the funny 
leap again. 

I stayed to the bitter end. Even after 
they’d played their theme and were pack- 
ing away the instruments. I could hardly 
bear to tear myself away. I felt like Cin- 
derella, going back to a life of drudgery 
after one wonderful night at a royal ball. 
Sadly, I left the stand and followed a few 
late stragglers toward the door. Then ! 
heard someone walking swiftly behind me, 
calling, “Miss! Oh, miss!” 

I turned. It was Sid! He came up to 
me, smiling in his friendly, self-assured 
manner, “Boy friend still among the miss- 
ing?” 

I smiled ruefully. “It looks that way.” 

“How will you get home?” 

I shrugged. “Take a bus I guess.” [| 
really hadn’t given it a thought until now, 

been so wrapped up in the music. 


“Well, say. I guess this is sort of bold, 
but a musician can’t exactly wait around 
for a formal introduction. He’s never in 
one place long enough! What I was won- 
dering was, would you like to come with 
me to a little private party the band is 
having over at the hotel? We’re going to 
jam a little, have a few drinks and some 
All perfectly innocent. Would you 
I'll see that you 


laughs. 
like to come with me? 
get home okay afterwards.” 

Would like it? Would I like a slice of 


heaven wrapped up in a bundle and handed 


to me? As demurely as I could manage, 
I answered that, yes, I thought that would 
be fun. 


Then we exchanged names. I told him I 
was Julie Robinson and he told me that 
his name was Sid Taylor and he sure was 
glad I’d decided to go with him because he 
thought I looked like a pretty nice kid. 

That was the start of it. 


ARNEY WILSON’S orchestra stayed in 
our neighborhood for nearly a week, 
playing one-night engagements. I had a 
date with Sid every night. Sometimes he 
would rent a car and drive over and get me 
before a job. Other nights I would take a 
bus to where they were playing and meet 
Sid at the dance. Afterwards, we either 
went to a jam session with the rest of the 
musicians or found an all-night restaurant 
and spent hours over steak and coffee, 
talking. 

It was pure heaven for me to hear Sid 
talk. He had been to all the places I'd 
dreamed and read about all my life: 
Harlem, Chicago, the West Coast. 

Then that last night as we were having 
our “farewell party” over steaks in a little 
all-night diner, Sid leaned over the table 
suddenly and asked if I’d ever been to 
New Orleans. 

“No,” I sighed. “That’s just 
place that will be on my itinerary when my 
dream boat comes in.” 

Sid didn’t say anything for a moment. He 
had a way of drawing inside himself and 
brooding. Quietly, he lit a cigarette. I 
said nothing, because I'd already learned 
there was no use trying to talk with Sid 
when he was in one of his introspective 
moods. He just didn’t hear you! 

Then, as if coming to a decision, he 
ground out the cigarette he’d just lit and 
smiled. “Well, say. Why don’t you come 
along with the band?” 

I gawked at him. “Don’t be silly. You 
know I couldn’t do a thing like that—” 

“You could if we got married,” he ex- 
plained impatiently. 

My fork fell out of my hand with a loud 
clatter. For a second all I could do was 
stare at him open-mouthed. Then I swal- 
lowed and laughed shakily. “Don’t joke 
about things like that. You nearly gave me 
heart-failure.” 

“I’m not joking. I’m serious.” He leaned 
over the table again and closed his fingers 
around my hand. I could feel the vibrant 
electric energy in his touch. His eyes 
burned out of his slender face like two 
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fervid dark pools. “I love you, Julie. I’ve 
been in love with you all week. I want you 
to marry me. I’m crazy about you.” 

There was no doubting the sincerity in 
his voice or his eyes. But I couldn’t, for 
a moment, make myself believe this was 
really happening to me. The whole week, 
hearing Barney Wilson’s band, meeting Sid 
Taylor, it all had an unreal, dream-like 
quality. 

Nervously, he ran his long fingers 
through his hair. “I know you think I’m 
rushing all this, but you can see how 
we're pressed for time, Julie. If I was in 
any other kind of business, I’d take months 
and court you right. The way it is, though, 
we'll be leaving tonight. We may never 
come this way again. You have to give 
me your answer now.” 

His words beat at my ears. He was 
offering me the realization of all my 
dreams. . we'll have so much fun,” 
he was saying. “Ill show you New Or- 
leans... then we're making a swing 
through some other states to New York. 
We'll be there a week, then we'll head west 
again... hi 

It was so very tempting! Don’t be a 
fool, Julie, a voice within me whispered, 
grab this opportunity. You'll never get a 
second chance at it! 

“But what about Mark Liston, Julie?” 
my heart asked. “He’s the boy you love. 
You don’t love Sid. It would be wrong to 
marry a boy you don’t love just because 
he can give you the sort of life you want!” 

I was torn inwardly. Frantically, I tried 
to think. The time was so short! Then I 
glanced through the restaurant window. A 
bus was pulling up outside. It was the 
bus I had to catch to take me back home. 
It was mud splattered and noisy, a clumsy 
old vehicle that rattled between two coun- 
try towns. twice a day. 

Suddenly, it became the symbol of all the 
hings I had hated for so many years. It 
made me think of the unpainted shack 
vhere mother had worked herself to death, 
the small town with its muddy streets and 
dismal gray buildings, the dull job that I 

spised. 

I turned to Sid, my mind made up. “Yes, 
Sid.” I whispered. “Yes. . . .” 

“Julie!” My name was a glad cry on 

lips. Then he kissed me for the first 
When his lips touched mine, my heart 
ze. “No,” it cried. “It should be Mark’s 
lips on yours... .” 

But I clenched my fists. Somehow I 

suld forget Mark. It was Sid who held 

key to my destiny. not Mark. 

From New Orleans, I wrote the letter to 
Mark that I knew would break his heart. 
I tried to be as kind as possible, but no 

atter how I worded it, the cruel message 
emained the same. The woman Mark 

ed, the woman who had promised to 
vait for him, had married another man.... 

That was how my life as an orchestra 

began. And beginning with my wed- 
ling night, I started on a rude awakening 


| 


it 


that the life I had chosen was not all 
glamour and perfection. 

The band played a one-night club date 
in New Orleans. We arrived late in the 
afternoon. Sid and I just had time for a 
hasty wedding by a justice of the peace. 
Because we were late, we had to rush 
directly to the job without supper. This 
was a private club and one of those deals 
where there was no place for the musicians’ 
wives to sit near the band. 

Finally, the band got through. We went 
to a restaurant at two o'clock in the morn- 
ing for a big meal. While we were eating, 
I asked Sid, shyly where we were staying 
that night. 

“Gosh, honey,” he apologized, “I’m 
afraid we won't have much of a bridal 
suite. Barney wants to take off right away 
for Biloxi, where we’re playing tomorrow 
night.” 

So that was how I spent my wedding 
night, cramped in a bus seat beside my 
husband. My feet were freezing and I was 
nauseated from eating such a big meal so 
late. The rest of the musicians, including 
Sid, were used to sleeping in bus seats, but 
I didn’t close my eyes all night. 

Barney Wilson’s band traveled in a char- 
tered bus. They had a string of one-night- 
ers, far apart, after the New Orleans date. 
So, for a week after Sid and I were mar- 
ried, we were either traveling on the bus 
or sitting around the bandstand. 

It was a week before the band finally 
laid over in a town for two nights and Sid 
and I could get a hotel room. Then, for the 
first time we really became husband and 
wife. 

I know that first night was a disappoint- 
ment to Sid. I just couldn’t go to him 
freely and willingly, the way a bride should 
go to her husband. Every time Sid kissed 
me, the image of Mark’s face swam before 
my eyes. And when Sid’s hands touched 
me with tender. intimate caresses, my body 
recoiled. /t should be Mark! 

I knew that Sid was hurt and bewil- 
dered by my coldness. I made some feeble 
excuse about being worn out by the travel- 
ing, but that didn’t answer the question in 
his eyes. 

We left that town after two days on an- 
other gruelling tour of one-night dates that 
took us, finally to New York City. 

When Sid told me that he was being paid 
a hundred dollars a week. I thought it was 
a huge amount of money. Why nobody in 
my home town made that kind of money! 
But I soon learned that when you're on the 
road, a hundred dollars a week doesn’t last 
any time. We were always broke, always 
having to ask Barney for advances. 


OR ONE THING. there was the prob- 

lem of laundry. We were never in one 
town long enough to have our clothes 
laundered. We'd have to leave them at a 
cleaners and ask him to send them on, and 
then hope we’d make connections. Most of 
the time we didn’t. More times than I like 
to remember, our clothes were lost and we 
had to buy complete new wardrobes. 


Then there was the terrific expense of 
eating all our meals out, there were Sid's 
musical expenses, his uniforms, repairs on 
his horns, and the cost of hotels or tourist 
courts when we did have a few days’ lay. 


over. 

Oh, it wasn’t all bad. I did get a thrill 
out of seeing the big cities and the fabulous 
ball rooms. I know that some of the girls 
who traveled with the band really loved 
that kind of life in spite of its hardships, 
Maybe if I truly loved Sid. I could have 
gotten along all right, too. But I hadn't 
married a man I loved. I had married a 
one-way ticket to paradise and then I had 
found that this exotic new life had the 
same problems. the same monotony and 
hardships as the life I'd run away from, 

Poor Sid tried to make me happy. but 
there was just something lacking between 
us. That magic spark that I had felt when 
Mark touched me, was missing. 

Gradually, Sid withdrew more and more 
into himself. He lived in a world apart, 
with his music. Then he started drinking 
heavily. It got so I hardly saw him except 
when we were traveling on the bus. If we'd 
spend enough time in one city to get a 
hotel room, I'd usually occupy it by my- 
self. Sid would disappear after a band job 
and I might not see him until the following 
night. He’d mumble something about a 
jam session he’d been to, but I never knew 
for sure where he’d gone. 

Barney began worrying about Sid. Once, 
he had a serious talk with me about my 
husband. “Julie, I don’t know what’s come 
over that boy. First. he started drinking. 
Lately, he’s been smoking ‘tea.’ It’s going 
to get his playing one day and he’s going to 
hit the skids. He has a wonderful future 
as a musician, but I’ve seen that stuff ruin 
some of the best.” 

“T’ll see what I can do with him, Bar. 
ney.” I promised. 

But I knew there was little anybody 
could do with Sid. And we had gradually 
let a wall come between us, so that we 
couldn’t talk like a husband and wife any 
more. 

Life with Sid Taylor got rougher and 
rougher. For one thing, I began despising 
everything about traveling with an orches 
tra until it became an obsession with me. 

Then too, the drinking, the loss of sleep. 
the marijuana was making a different per 
son out of Sid. He had been gentle and 





thoughtful when I first married him, but he 
was becoming surly, moody. Once we got 
into a violent argument and he struck me. 
He was immediately horrified at what he’ 
done and pleaded, with tears in his eyes, 
for me to forgive him. But I knew it was 
going to happen again. 

I knew that Barney was right. Sid was ' 
hitting the skids bad. And deep in my 
heart, I knew that I was to blame, for nol 
being the right kind of wife for Sid. The 
thought began to grow in me that the best 
thing I could do for Sid would be to leave 
him. 

That was what was on my mind that day 
I ran into Mark Liston in Harlem. 
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Mark and I sat in the cocktail lounge, 
talking for hours. After it got dark, we 
went to a restaurant for supper. The old 
magic spell of our love wove itself around 
my heart, stronger than ever. The night 
seemed bewitched. 

When I danced with Mark, my body was 
on fire, yearning for him. Suddenly, as 
we were dancing, Mark’s lips brushed 
mine. 

Immediately, he apologized. “I know I 
had no right to do that, Julie. You’re mar- 
ried now and it’s wrong for me to dream 
over the past. I can’t help it, though. I’m 
still in love with you, you know. I’ve never 
stopped. . . .” 

Futile tears stung my eyes. “Even after 
the way I treated you, Mark? I don’t know 
how you can bear to even touch me.” 

“T hated you for a while,” he admitted. 
“When I got your note, I wanted all sorts 
of terrible things to happen to you. But 
gradually, I cooled off. I realized that I 
had been asking a lot of a pretty young 
girl, to wait for years while I finished my 
college. . . .” 

Bitterly, I whispered, “It wouldn’t have 
been asking too much of the right kind of 
girl. I was such a fool, Mark—” 

He suddenly stopped dancing and looked 
intently into my eyes. “Are you happy, 
Julie?” 

I couldn’t meet his eyes. Tears were 
running down my cheeks. “It isn’t fair to 
ask me that, Mark,” I mumbled. “Please 
—please take me home.” 

Mark took me home that night. But I 
saw him again, later in the week, then 
again and again. I was no longer pretend- 
ing anything. Mark knew that I was un- 
happy with Sid, and that I was still in love 
with him, 

Barney’s orchestra finished their two- 
week engagement in New York and made 
preparations to start West again. That last 
night, I clung to Mark in his car. I broke 
down completely. “I don’t think I can 
face it again, Mark.” I sobbed. “Months of 
one-night stands and I won't see you at 
a 

“Listen, Julie.” he said, gripping my 
arms firmly. “listen to me. This isn’t fair 
to Sid or you or me. We have to face this 
situation right now. You have to tell Sid 
about us. You have to ask him for a 
divorce.” 

The finality of the word was like ice 
cold water thrown over me. But I knew 
that Mark was right. We couldn’t go on 
this way another night. Mark took me 
home and I waited up for Sid. When he 
came in from the night’s job. I told him all 
about Mark. that I was in love with him 
and wanted a divorce so I could marry him. 

I was more than a little afraid. The way 
Sid had been acting lately, there was no 
telling what he might do. I expected a 
terrible scene. maybe even a tragedy. But 
Sid only stood there, staring at me, as if 
he couldn't quite believe his ears. Then, 
with the look of a sick man in his eyes, he 
whispered, “Sure. Sure. Julie. That’s what 
you've been wanting for a long time—your 
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rape warren 


freedom. Well as far as I’m concerned, 

i've got it!” Then he turned and stum- 
bled out. 

[ called Mark immediately and told him 

good news. 

Mark was jubilant. “I want you to move 

t of that apartment and stay here with 
Mother and auntie. As soon as we can 

ike arrangements, we'll send you West 

get your divorce.” 

[ stayed with Mark’s family for ten days. 
On the eve of the day I was to take the 
train West, Pete Vance, one of Sid’s 

isician friends called me. He was very 
agitated, “Julie. you have to do something 

poor Sid. He got in a fight last night 
and they have him in jail for causing a dis- 
turbance. You've got to bail him out. If 
they find out he’s hooked, a junkie, they'll 

id him away for no telling how long.” 
I didn’t know he was still in town,” 
[ stammered. “I thought Barney left a 


CK aZo. 
He did—but he fired Sid before he left. 
Won't anybody in town hire Sid, the way 
acting. Now he’s broke, even hocked 
horns. I’d go his bail but I’m a little 
inched myself right now. I thought maybe 
I'll go right away.” I said shakily and 
ng up. In five minutes, I was in a taxi, 
irrying to the jail. When they brought 
Sid out I hardly recognized him. He 
looked ghastly. He hadn’t shaved in days. 
His clothes were sour and torn. The skin 
drawn over the bones in his face and 
cheeks were hollow. 

We found a taxi. He gave me an address 
and then sat back in a corner of the seat 

th his eyes closed. shaking horribly. 

[ helped him into the cheap. dirty base- 
nent room where he was staying. It was 
awful. Just a cold concrete floor, a cot and 

e boxes for chairs. 


| WATCHED HORRIFIED, as the man 
vho was still my husband went through 
the necessary preparations and then began 

‘king an opium pill hungrily, feeding 

screaming nerves on the narcotic. 
e became violently sick for a while and 
[ helped the best I could, sponging his 
rish face with a damp cloth. Then, 
he dropped into an exhausted sleep. 
[ sat huddled beside the cot in that cold 

in a numb daze. 

Vance came by that night to see 
he was. “Just let him sleep, Julie. 

t's the best thing for him, now. Lord, 

had him locked up for over twenty- 
hours. He must have been nearly 
wanting some hop. 

Pete.” I asked miserably, “you’re Sid’s 
Why did he do this to himself?” 
shrugged. avoiding my eyes. “It 

ne of those things, Julie. He’s a 
cuy. He never was in love until he 
u and then he worshipped you. I 
he couldn’t live with the idea you 


” 


iving him... . 
Long after Pete had gone, I sat near the 


[ went through an agony of remorse 


and self-loathing. I had hurt two fine men 
in my life. I had broken Mark’s heart 
when I married Sid. Now I had destroyed 
Sid. 

Now I wanted to divorce Sid and marry 
Mark; I told myself it was because I loved 
Mark—but perhaps, again, I was running 
away from a life I disliked. I was tired of 
being an orchestra wife and Mark could 
give me a home and security. Was that the 
real reason I wanted to marry him? 

Perhaps I'll never know for sure. But 
one thing I did know. I was going to stick 
with Sid. He needed me and I was his wife. 
For once in my selfish life I was going to 
think about someone else. 

I telephoned Mark that night and gave 
him my decision. True, I was hurting him 
again, but he was stronger than Sid. He 
would be hurt but not destroyed by my 
decision. Of the two men, Sid was the one 
who really depended on me and needed 
me. 

We had a long. tough fight, Sid and I, in 
the following three years. But after I con- 
vinced him that I was staying with him, not 
out of pity but because I wanted to, he 
really put up a battle to pull himself to- 
gether. I watched him go through the spe- 
cial hell of a person fighting the drug 
habit. For the first time. I realized what 
fine stuff that husband of mine was made 
of. He never complained or whined, no 
matter how sick he was. He’d just grit his 
teeth and cling to his determination to get 
well for my sake. 

We went through two awful years, living 
in cheap rooms. We didn’t have much in 
the way of clothes or entertainment, and 
I had to work at first to support us while 
Sid slowly recovered. But in a way, those 
were two of the happiest years of our lives. 
We were working for a common goal. A 
quiet. unspoken understanding and mutual 
admiration grew up between us. We didn’t 
talk about it much, but we became closer 
than ever before. 

I realized that it isn’t always what you 
have or where you are that makes you 
happy. Happiness is something that grows 
from within. 

Over three years have gone by now. 
Things are a little better for us. Gradually, 
Sid has begun playing again. Right now, 
he has a small four piece combo in a 
modest bar. The pay isn’t anything grand, 
but it pays for a comfortable apartment. 

Mark? Yes, I still think about him. At 
first there was a deep hurt connected with 
his memory. You don’t get over loving a 
guy like that so easily. But lately, I’ve 
thought about him less and less. You see. 
a new man has come into my life now. 
His name is Sid Taylor, Junior and he’s a 
happy, bouncing little fellow who keeps me 
too busy to think. 

And then, there’s his pop, who is a pretty 
great guy, when you come to think of it. 
I’m beginning to realize it more and more 
every day that passes and I thank God for 
having him. 


THE END 


King Cole’s 

Forgotten 

Love 
(Continued from Page 25) 


ing bacon and eggs or wafiles and maple 
syrup as a breakfast dish. He was ap- 
proached by Bob Lewis, owner of Swanee 
Inn, to come work in his place as soon as 
he had added a bass and guitar accom- 
paniment to his own talents. 

It was a good proposition, so Nat im- 
mediately set about finding what the night 
club owner had suggested. In short order 
he had signed on ex-Lionel Hampton bass 
player Wesley Prince of Pasadena, who. 
like himself, was the son of a minister and 
precisely Nat’s age, as well as Oscar 
Moore, the guitar-playing son of an Austin, 
Texas, blacksmith and brass band master. 

The trio was virtually an overnight suc- 
cess. Instead of the two weeks they had 
been signed on for in the beginning, they 
remained at Bob Lewis’ Swanee Inn for six 
months. then hop-scotched from one Los 
Angeles night club to another, picking up 
along the way the famed name of the 
“King Cole Trio” and perfecting the silk- 
en, unforgettable style that made their 
name the greatest single act in show busi- 
ness since Bill Kenny had struck a soprano 
G above high C to bring fame to the Ink 
Spots. 

There were lean days, to be sure—the 
week, for example at Kelly’s Stables in 
New York almost two years later in 1941 
when they divided $99 between the three 
of them as their earnings for the week— 
and the time when Nat was buying a car 
and went to a booking agent for an advance 
of $33 to make a payment, only to be re- 
fused. 

But it was through all this that Nadine 
remained the never-doubting, ever-hopeful. 
forever-believing, trusting wife. At times 
she visited Nat backstage, and with only 
a hot plate, a skillet, or a saucepan, would 
cook for him what amounted to a home- 
cooked meal. And there were other times, 
too, when she would rummage through his 
accumulated soiled clothing backstage and 
dutifully cart them off to the ladies’ room, 
wash them by hand, then iron them on 
the side of a trunk to make sure he was 
clean and neat for his next appearance on- 
stage. 

What happened in later years can only 
be left to speculation. But history has 
noted that in the short span of six years 
—from 1941 to 1947—Nat Cole and his 
trio became something of a conversation 
topic on the lips of everyone who had ever 
heard a radio or listened to a juke box. 
American soldiers—from the bawdy houses 
of Fort Huachuca in Arizona to the fox 
holes in the hills outside Rome, Italy— 
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had listened to and loved this newly- 
discovered trio’s recording of Straighten 
Up and Fly Right, Sweet Lorraine, and 
Gee, Baby, Ain’t I Good To You? Nat 
Cole had arrived. 

Then came the year, 1947. Never before 
in jazz history had such a single unit 
caused as much of a stir as did The King 
Cole Trio, by now nationally-acclaimed 
but with Johnny Miller on bass instead of 
Wesley Prince who long since had been 
lost to the draft. In that year alone The 
King Cole Trio was honored with vir- 
tually every jazz award that could be 
bestowed on any single group of musi- 
cians its size. 

It received twin Metronone awards for 
“the best small band of 1947”; Nat him- 
self was cited as “the best pianist of 1947”; 
and to top it all, the group was rated by 
the trade magazine, Downbeat, as “the best 
instrumental trio,” with similar honors go- 
ing to Oscar Moore as the year’s No. 1 
guitarist. 

Strangely, however, that was the same 
year in which Nat telephoned “Shorty”— 
as he had come to call Nadine—to come to 
New York and visit with him while he was 
playing an engagement at the Paramount. 
He had told her that he had made arrange- 
ments for them to stay at the home of 
Andy Kirk’s wife, Mary, and it was indeed 
a triumphant moment for “Shorty,” who, 
despite the fact that Nat was now earning 
$75,000 a year, wondered aloud if it would 
be economically wiser for her to take a 
day coach rather than pullman for the 
2,000 mile-plus journey. 

As it turned out, she actually would have 
been better off if she had elected to stay 
at home. For when she arrived in New 
York it was then that she learned that Nat 
no longer wanted her as a wife. There was 
no mincing of words; it was a simple 
declaration of an apparently carefully- 
studied decision. He told her in precise 
language that he wanted a divorce, that he 
no longer loved her. 

Back in Los Angeles, Nadine quickly 
busied herself with a keenly active partici- 
pation in a variety of charity pursuits. 
She avoided all discussion of her sudden 
divorce from Nat Cole, and although in- 
timate friends constantly broached the sub- 
ject and peppered her with leading ques- 
tions, she always very graciously declined 
any comment on that chapter of her life 
which she considered closed. 

As for Nat himself, the crossroads were 
to lead him to new and singularly un- 
In short order, after 
Maria 


charted pathways. 
his Easter Sunday wedding to 
Hawkins Ellington, he whisked his new 
bride away to a Honeymoon in Mexico, 
then returned to Los Angeles about four 
months later to install his newlywed in a 
$65,000 mansion in the city’s fashionable 
Hancock Park district amidst a storm of 
frotest from property owners who claimed 
restrictive covenant 


violation of their 


rights, 


Within three years from the time Nat 
Cole had moved into his palatial residence 
in exclusive Hancock Park, there appeared 
a definite trend toward spotlighting more 
of Nat’s smooth vocalizing and less of the 
instrumental offerings of the rest of his 
trio. And, as the public expected all along, 
the terse announcement came in October, 
1951, in a front page story in Downbeat. 
The trade magazine politely stated that the 
two other members of the trio—bassist Joe 
Comfort, who had replaced Johnny Miller, 
and guitarist Irving Ashby, who had suc- 
ceeded Oscar Moore—would be at large 
at the conclusion of a date at Los Angeles’ 
Tiffany Club and that henceforth Nat 
would be a soloist. 

But the public loved it, and Nat Cole, no 
longer a mere piano plunker, emerged as 
a new voice on America’s entertainment 
scene—a voice that defied explanation or 
analyzing, yet one that could sell over a 
million records on almost any tune it 
decided to record. 


VY HAT HAD HAPPENED in the few 

short years since Nat Cole had stood 
as a nervous bridegroom on an Easter Sun- 
day in Harlem’s Abyssinian Baptist 
Church still remains as much of a secret 
as what happened between him and 
“Shorty” that unexplained night back in 
1947 when she visited him in New York. 
But somehow, out of it all, it appears that 
America has been enriched, that the 
“King” has found a new crown which he 
can wear easily, and that the only hurt is 
that long since buried in the annals of his- 
tory. 

For today in Los Angeles, in the little 
white stucco bungalow, there still lives the 
little brown-skinned dancing girl with the 
tiny feet, who happily, has divorced her- 
self from its memory-crusted past. Today. 
she has returned to the world of bright 
lights and gaiety, working as a night club 
hostess at Los Angeles’ swank Club Intime. 

Although the job became hers by sheer 
accident, when she suggested one day that 
owner Ollie Jackson install a piano-organ 
har to solve the problem of entertainment, 
she has been happy about it ever since. 

“T told Ollie that a piano-organ bar 
would be ideal for the type of place he 
wanted to open,” Mrs. Cole explained, 
“and he agreed that the idea was a fine 
one, but with one stipulation—which was 
that I act as hostess for the club. I agreed, 
and haven’t regretted one moment of my 
work since the club opened. It’s like being 
a hostess in your own home, but on a big- 
ger scale. I haven’t had a job where I 
dealt with the public for 10 years, but since 
I like people and they seem to like me. I 
enjoy what I’m doing very much. Most 
people are very wonderful.” 

And, many of her friends are inclined to 
agree. 


THE END 
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Almost a 
Bigamist 
(Continued from Page 21) 


We fell off to sleep. I dreamed a hor- 
rible dream that night. It was all mixed up 
th a letter from Earle; a letter which 
told me that he had met a Japanese glamor 
cirl who he loved more than he loved me; 
a telegram from the War Department 
which told me that my husband had been 
killed in action. 

| woke up, erying hysterically. It was 
ilmost dawn. The familiar objects about 
1e room—the clock which revealed that 
Earle had one more hour to sleep— 
brought me back to reality. But reality 
didn’t ease my grief. I sobbed softly into 
my pillow, trying not to awaken Earle. 
But he did wake up. He took me in his 
irms and soothed my heartbreak with ten- 
derness and love. 

When the jarring cry of the alarm 
sounded, I prepared to get up and fix 
breakfast for Earle for the last time for 
God knew how long. 

I don’t want a whole breakfast, baby,” 
he told me. “Just some coffee and a couple 
»f toasted English muffins.” 

Knowing how Earle hated tears, I-didn’t 
resist when he told me he’d rather I didn’t 
go to the station with him. 

“Remember two things, darling,” he 
told me as we stood, wrapped in a long 
farewell embrace at the door. “Remember 
that I love you more than anyone else in 
the world and remember to save all your 


t 


love for me.” 

[ will, swéetheart,” I promised. I 
promised. I couldn’t help adding: “And 
that goes double. If you even look hard 
enough at another woman, I'll feel it all 
the way down to my toes and I'll know 
ind be sad. So you be good, baby, won’t 
your 

“Of course I will, hon,” Earle vowed. 

Then, taking a quick look at his watch, 
he whistled softly at the way time was 
speeding. “Guess this is it, baby. So long. 
Not goodbye, darling. So long.” 


] ! WAS LITERALLY days before I came 
sut of the dull dejection of missing 
Earle. I knew I had to pull myself out of 
the rut of sorrow and the first order of 
business was finding the job I'd promised 
myseli 
Everything seemed to fall into a pattern. 


[ bumped into a job before I could get 
started looking for it. I was at my par- 
ents’ home for dinner one Sunday after- 
noon when my mother happened to men- 
tion casually that Lucille Cindry was leav- 


ing the Postons to go to New York. Lu- 
cille. one of my schoolgirl friends, had 
been a sort of combination housekeeper, 





maid, cook and companion to wealthy old 
Miss Poston. The latter was one of the 
nicest of our white neighbors who'd al- 
ways been very fond of Earle and me. 

“Oh, mother.” I cried excitedly. 
“Wouldn’t it be perfect if Mrs. Poston 
would give me that chance? I was going 
to tell you today that I'd made up my mind 
to get something to do with my time and 
I want to save some money and surprise 
Earle.” 

Mother’s eyebrows went up a tiny bit. 
She was one of those people with whom 
pride is almost a religion. 

“A dentist’s wife working in service!” 
she exclaimed with a bit of quiet horror in 
her tone. 

“Mother. don’t be silly.” I said impa- 
tiently. “What other suitable work could 
I find here in town? Besides. working for 
Mrs. Poston is anything like being a ser- 
vant. You know how nice and democratic 
she is.” 

Mother wasn’t convinced. 

“TI know,” she sighed. “But all the same 
I don’t know why you’d want to lower 
yourself so. A servant is a servant and 
you must remember your husband is a pro- 
fessional.” 

Who couldn't be happy working for 
Maria Poston. She was a sweet old soul, 
full of rich reminiscences, a lady from her 
tiny toes up to the white hair which 
crowned her so beautifully. 

Tending the lovely old house and spend- 
ing pleasant hours reading to Mrs. Poston 
or accompanying her on long drives took 
up all the slack in my life. Well, not quite 
all. For there was still the empty, aching 
longing for Earle. the times when I 
couldn’t sleep. tortured because when 
you’re used to the warmth and vitality of 
your man stretched out beside you, a bed 
is a cold, loveless thing if he’s gone. I 
didn’t have much time to miss my Earle 
during the days. But the loneliness of the 
nights, combined with the baseless fear 
that Earle might be unfaithful to me, made 
me live in a dusk to dawn nightmare con- 
stantly. 

I was constantly reading stories of how 
docile and sweet and humble Japanese 
women were; how appealing they were 
making themselves to our GI’s. Once I 
read a long, sentimental article written by 
a GI who had married one of the Oriental 
girls. He compared them to American 
women, saying how wonderful they were 
by comparison. I slept even worse that 
night. 

Mrs. Poston, a very alert and sensitive 
woman, could tell that something was 
bothering me terribly. She went out of 
her way to be kind to me. One day when I 
was particularly edgy and upset, she called 
me to her sitting room just before my time 
to leave. 

“Sit down for a minute, my dear,” she 
invited. “I hope you won’t think me a 
meddling old woman, but I can’t help 
noticing that you’re somewhat unhappy.” 

Appreciating her kindness, I also re- 
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sented her baring of my secret thoughts. 

“Oh, no, Mrs. Poston,” I answered 
quickly. “I’m not the least unhappy. 
Whatever gave you that idea?” 

She smiled at me and continued as if I 
hadn’t spoken. 

“You miss your husband, don’t you. 
Cynthia?” 

I tried to keep up the front. 

“Oh, yes. of course, I miss him.” Mrs. 
Poston. “But I’m not letting it get the best 
of me. He writes me several times a week. 
I answer his letters and send him packages. 
I have my job here with you to keep my 
mind off missing him. Everything’s fine. 
Just fine.” 

The next second I was crying. crying like 
a drunkard cries on a jag. Crying out all 
the heartbreak of my loneliness. 

Mrs. Poston sat perfectly still for a 
while. Then when the worst of my out- 
break was over, she spoke softly. 

“Dear Cynthia, I’m sorry that my bring- 
ing up the subject has made you break 
down,” she said. “But it’s always best for 
us to get these things out of our system. 
They pile up inside of us with no release 
or outlet and we’re like dangerous bombs. 
ready to explode. I had to talk to you be- 
cause I can sense that you’re miserable. 
The worst vice is advice. But sometimes 
when you see nice people suffering around 
you, you just must speak. 

“Yes, I’ve lived with loneliness.” she 
went on. “Only, I was less fortunate than 
you, Cynthia. My man’s gone for good— 
that is until I get a chance to see him again 
up there where he’s waiting for me. Your 
man is well and strong and every day 
speeds the happy moment when he'll be 
coming back. 

“But, whether your man’s dead or just 
far away, you can’t let loneliness win. dear. 
You must find other interests—harmless. 
decent interests to make you broad enough 
and deep enough to take it. Just as I’ve 
taken up my work for charities, my read- 
ing, my passion for having the most gor- 
geous garden in New England, you too 
must develop yourself. Don’t go home and 
lock yourself in with your loneliness night 
after night, Cynthia. Don’t withdraw from 
the world because you're sad. 

“You can find a way to be as happy as 
possible. You can find it without ever 
dreaming of violating your oath to be a 
good and faithful wife. I wouldn’t dare say 
this to someone with less character and 
goodness than you. But please, please 
think it over and tell me what you think of 
my meddling.” 

Impulsively, I went over to Mrs. Poston 
and took her hand. 

“I think you're one of the sweetest peo- 
ple I’ve ever met,” I told her. The tears ia 
my eyes at that moment weren't tears of 
self-pity. They were tears of gratitude. 

It took several days before I thought of 
a way to act on Mrs. Poston’s advice. It 
was the chatty little town newspaper which 
helped solve my problem. Sitting on the 
porch one Sunday afternoon, glancing 
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through all the small talk about what 
folks in the community were doing, I came 
across an announcement from the Saturday 
Night Whist Club. 

“Wanted: one good whist player to fill 
out team which has recently lost one of its 
members,” the ad read. “Interest in the 
game and regularity in attending meetings 
are more important than expertness.” 

There was a phone number and the name 
of Jim Bartlett. 

He was, from all the gossip, a member 
of the fast set in town, the drinking crowd 
which was frowned upon by the more 
sedate folk in the community. Not the 
kind of person I’d normally choose as an 
associate surely. But, after all, he was only 
one member of the group and what could 
be the harm of associating with him and 
the rest of the crowd if it was only for 
harmless card games. This was the kind of 
activity Mrs. Poston had been talking 
about. As for whist, I’d loved it a great 
deal in days gone by. Once I'd played a 
pretty competent game. I was a bit rusty 
now, but it would all come back. 

Eagerly, I ran inside the house and 
dialed the number in the ad. I was hoping 
against hope that no one else had beat 
me applying for membership. A pleasant 
male voice answered the phone. 

“Jim Bartlett’s residence.” 

“Mr. Bartlett, please,” I inquired. 

“Speaking,” the voice came back. 

I explained the purpose of my call. Mr. 
Bartlett was excitedly happy. 

“Wonderful,” he said. “I was beginning 
to despair of getting a reaction to the ad. 
You see, the club has been functioning for 
two years now. When the young lady—one 
of our members—left town, it threw a 
monkeywrench into the works. You’d be 
surprised how few people there are around 
interested in playing whist steadily. We'd 
love to have you come to our meeting next 
Saturday night. I’m sure we'll like you 
and want to have you join. Why not look 
us over and see if you feel the same?” 

Enthusiastically I »-~ote to Earle, telling 
him about the ch: >. I tried not to allow 
anything to creep in between the lines to 
let him know how unhappy and lonely I 
had been and I didn’t dare explain to him 
that I had been awakened to the need of 
some recreation by Mrs. Poston. 

In fact, I had very carefully avoided let- 
ting Earle know at all that I had a job at 
the Poston home. I explained merely about 
the ad in the paper and how I had phoned 
Jim Bartlett and was to attend my first 
meeting the following night. 


IF YOU COULD have seen me dressing 

for the meeting, you would have thought 
I was getting ready for a major date. It 
had been so long since I'd had a chance to 
dress up and go out somewhere. I made a 
production of it. 

The meeting was held in Jim Bartlett’s 
apartment way over on the other end of 
town. Getting out of the cab in front of 
the house, I smiled to myself as I thought 


of how horrified Mother would be if she 
knew I was in this neighborhood. It was 
the section of town most associated with 
cheap barrooms, disorderly houses and 
every kind of unspeakable vice. 

It was ridiculous to think that everyone 
who lived in a bad neighborhood was 
worthless, I told myself, snorting at Moth- 
er’s old-fashioned ideas. 

Up a musty flight of steps I found the 
Bartlett apartment. A well-dressed man 
in his early thirties answered the door. 

“I’m Cynthia Mitchell,” I began. 
ees 

“Of course,” the man said in a tone 
which made me feel very welcome. “We're 
expecting you. Jim Bartlett told us you’re 
interested in our little club. Come right in, 
Miss Mitchell.” 

I stepped into a _ big, beautifully- 
furnished living-room. It was the very 
height of modern elegance. I gasped at 
the contrast to the shabby outside of the 
building and its dark halls. The man who 
had admitted me helped me off with my 
coat. 

“I’m Cress Holly, Miss Mitchell,” he 
announced, extending his hand. “Jim and 
the gang are in the back. You make your- 
self comfortable. Ill tell them you’re 
here.” 

I sat down and studied the expensively- 
appointed room. From the back of the 
apartment I heard laughter. the tinkling of 
glasses and soft dance music. 

“Gosh, this is going to be fun,” I ex- 
ulted. 

“Good evening, Miss Mitchell,” said a 
very pleasant voice. It was the same voice 
I’d heard over the telephone. Jim Bartlett 
came toward me, introducing himself. It 
took me a second or two to recover from 
the shock of his almost noiseless entrance 
into the room. It took me another second to 
absorb his flamboyant good looks. He 
was tall, brash-looking and he moved with 
a quiet, almost cat-like rhythm. He had 
a high forehead, dark piercing eyes and 
his clothes were the loud type of clothes 
I'd always despised on a man. Somehow, 
they didn’t seem loud on him. 

Jim Bartlett surveyed me with an almost 
insolent intensity. 

“You mean you play whist TOO?” he 
demanded. 

I was flattered by the implication of his 
subtle tribute to my appearance. 

“A little.” I said humbly. 

He looked me up and down again, shook 
his head and whistled. Going to the door, 
he shouted down the hall. 

“Hey, gang. come on up and meet this 
pretty girl. I want someone to tell me if 
my eyes are fooling me.” 

They came trooping in—a good-looking 
girl on the arm of the man who had told 
me his name was Cress Holly; two other 
girls and two men. They were all well- 
dressed; all had the confident, sporty man- 
ner. 

Everyone introduced themselves. I was 
in such a whirl, I promptly forgot most of 
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the names but time and association would 
correct that. I was relieved when the in- 
spection of me ended with Cress’ sugges- 
tion: 

Why don’t we get down to playing 
cards?” 

Who’s partner’s Cynthia going to be?” 
asked Cress’s girl. Her name was Doris. 


She looked much friendlier than the others. 
Lucille used to be my partner,” Jim 
Bartlett spoke up quickly. “Lucille’s gone. 
Cynthia’s taking her place. Is there any 
que stion?” 
Everyone laughed. Doris cracked. 


Better watch this one, Cynthia. He’s a 
fast worker, as you can see.” 

Why is it you won’t join us in the liquid 
refreshment,” Jim asked me. Several times 
[ had refused the offer of a drink. 

Oh, I don’t know,” I said. I was feel- 

much more relaxed now. “You can 
mix me a light one.” 

The drink Jim made for me wasn’t any 

light. I felt its potent warmth swarm- 

g over my stomach. I resolved that would 
be the last one. Instinctively, I was still a 
ittle wary. After all, I didn’t know this 
crowd too well. From the conversation I 
found out certain things, however. Jim 
vas a bachelor with quite a reputation as 
1 lover. Everyone else in the room was 
paired off romantically, although none of 
them were married to each other. 

\ly vow not to have another drink was 
easily forgotten as the merry party wore 
mn. By three o’clock, after we’d played 
eight games, Jim and I boasting five vic- 
tories. | began to feel a little light-headed 
with the half-dozen highballs for which 
[I'd accounted. 

‘I really think I'd better be going home, 
Jim,” I told my partner. “How about call- 
ng me a cab?” 

So early?” he protested. “Why the 

ning is young. We never break up 
intil six or seven. Then we go to a fancy 
little after-hours spot. That’s why we meet 
Saturdays. Plenty of hours to sleep it off 


Sunday.” 
[ hate to be a drag, Jim,” I explained. 
But ’'m a working goil you know and 
I'm afraid that kind of schedule would 
mess me up, but good. You’d better call 
the cab now, huh?” 
Jim shrugged. 
Okay, doll,” he agreed. “Anything you 
With one exception. Why should the 
rking goil spend her hard-earned cash 
a very ardent admirer of her card- 
playing skill and her classy looks can run 
her home in his car?” 
[ hesitated. Something told me that I 
ght to politely refuse the offer. Then I 
told myself to stop being so snobbish, so 
suspicious. If I expected these people to 
iccept me in their circle to play cards on 
Saturday nights, I had to expect to accept 
and learn to like them. After all, Jim had 
done nothing out of line. I thanked him 
for offering to drive me home, excused my- 
self to go into the bathroom and makeup. 


SO 


I was in the process when I heard a light 
tap on the door. It was Doris. 

“Can I come in a minute, Cynthia?” she 
called. 

I unlatched the door and let her in. 

Doris latched the door behind her. 

“Look, Cynthia,” she told me confiden- 
tially. “I don’t dare stay but a second or 
they'll get hipped to me. I just wanted to 
warn you. You look like a pretty nice type 
of girl. I’d love to have you keep meeting 
with us. But I feel I should tell you to 
watch Jim. He’s a sweet guy, but one of 
those professional lovers. Pretty free with 
his morals and hands. Maybe he’s your 
type and maybe he won’t try anything with 
you right away. But just remember to be 
sure you know what you’re doing and, for 
God’s sake, don’t ever tell anyone what I 
told you.” 

“Thanks, honey,” I said, squeezing her 
arm gratefully. “I'll remember and don’t 
worry, I won’t breathe a word.” 

It didn’t take me long to find out that 
Doris knew what she was talking about. 
Everything was fine as long as Jim was 
driving me home in his long, racy blue 
convertible Buick. 

Casually, he asked questions 
would give him a line on me. 

“You mean a pretty girl like you has a 
boyfriend so broad-minded that he lets 
you out alone?” he inquired. 

I thought it best to explain that I was 
married. Jim looked disappointed. 

“Oh, a broad-minded husband?” he pur- 
sued. 

“He’s in Japan, Jim,” I explained. “In 
the service.” 

“Oh!” he declared significantly. “How 
long?” 

I told him. I wondered about the signifi- 
cance of that “oh.” 

I found out seconds later when the car 
drew up in front of my house. Jim 
switched off the motor and confidently drew 
me into his arms before I could realize 
what was happening. 

His hands were all over me. His hot 
eyes were burning into mine. His lips 
sought my lips. 

“No, Jim, no,” I said, struggling to get 
away. 

“C’mon, baby,” he said with an air of 
maddening assurance. “You know as well 
as I do that a little fun never hurt anyone. 
And with a husband away as long as yours 
has been, you know you’ve got to find a 
way to cool off every now and then. I’m 
not such a bad guy and I know how to 
keep my mouth shut.” 

Ill never know what to blame it on— 
the whiskey, my loneliness or just a streak 
of pure bad in me—knowing I was hor- 
ribly wrong, I suddenly didn’t care for a 
minute. I let Jim’s hot lips connect with 
mine. And for a minute I felt the exulting 
thrill of the kiss, the spine-tingling sensa- 
tion awakened by his hands, sliding ex- 
pertly over my body. 

But the next minute I was back to earth, 
back to my senses, seeing in front of me 


which 


a vision of Earle, my sweet Earle, to whom 
I had vowed loyalty. 

Desperately, I fought loose, groped for 
and found the lever which opened the car 
door. 

I got out and Jim did too, looking hurt 
and sheepish. 

I slammed into the house, leaving Jim 
standing on the sidewalk staring after me. 


WAS HOT WITH shame at my own 

misconduct; my reckless dismissal of 
the warning which had come to me when I 
learned what kind of neighborhood Jim 
lived in; my blind ignoring of the fact that 
everyone in the Saturday Night Whist Club 
was obviously fast; that they were paired 
off; that their meetings were seemingly as 
much designed for sexual indulgence as for 
card-playing. I would never forgive myself 
for letting Jim kiss me—even accepting his 
offer to drive me home. 

I promised myself that I would try to 
be happy living the way I’d been living— 
alone with my dreams of the day when 
Earle would return. 

If it hadn’t been for two letters, I might 
have kept that promise. 

Several days later I received a letter 
from Earle. My eyes widened with amaze- 
ment and finally anger as I read it. Earle 
had responded immediately to my letter to 
him about the Saturday Night Whist Club. 
His was a very violent letter. He virtually 
called me a little fool for thinking of get- 
ting mixed up with such a setup. 

He told me that seemingly I was the only 
one in town who didn’t know of Jim Bart- 
lett’s reputation. Earle did something he’d 
never done before in all our married life. 
He ordered me to break off immediately 
any relationship I’d made with the club. 
He insinuated that, if I didn’t, we could 
consider our marriage broken up. 

I sat down to write a heated answer 
when the bell rang. It was a messenger 
with a large, long box. I signed for it 
curiously, hastily unwrapped it. There 
were two dozen of the most beautiful Amer- 
ican Beauty roses. There was a note en- 
closed—from Jim. 

The direct sincerity of the note almost 
made me cry. Jim wrote that, ever since 
Saturday night—or early that Sunday 
morning—he had felt like the worst heel 
in the world. He knew he had been wrong 
in assuming that because I wanted to join 
the club, I would go along with any prop- 
osition. 

He knew he had been even more wrong 
in making advances to me after he found 
out I was married. He admitted that his 
experiences with women had made him 
cynical about them; had caused him to as- 
sume that under the right circumstances— 
time, place and liquor—any woman would 
fall for the right line. He had misjudged 
me seriously, he confessed and that had 
taught him a lesson. Even though he knew 
there could never be anything between us, 
Jim wrote, he would give anything in the 
world if I would give him another chance 
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to be my friend; if I would continue com- 
ing to meetings. I need never worry about 
his repeating his actions. In fact, he would 
like to protect me against anyone who had 
similar ideas. 

I might not have been so impressed with 
Jim’s letter if I hadn’t been so angry about 
Earle’s. This handsome apology of Jim’s 
seemed to bolster up my desire to believe 
myself right and Earle unreasonable. I 
went to the phone, called Jim and thanked 
him for the flowers and his note. I prom- 
ised him that I would come to the next 
meeting. The jubilation in his voice was 
very flattering and re-assuring. 

Then I sat down and wrote Earle a 
nasty note. I told him that he was being 
selfish; that he didn’t realize how unsel- 
fish I’d been in not telling him about my 
loneliness. I declared that he had no right 
to treat me like an irresponsible child and 
that I intended to continue my perfectly 
harmless activities with the club. 

For the next month, my experiences with 
the club made me all the more certain I 
had taken the right attitude with Earle. I 
found the crowd to be a happy. carefree 
lot. But the most important thing was 
Jim’s attitude. He was perfectly wonder- 
ful. He treated me as if I were Dresden 
China. He was so anxious to make up for 
getting started on the wrong foot with me. 
He was as sweet and attentive as he could 
be—and never once again did he step out 
of line although there were many oppor- 
tunities. 

That’s why I thought nothing of Jim’s 
proposal that I join the crowd in a week- 
end trip to New Haven. Jim came by my 
house one Tuesday evening and explained 
that there was a Saturday Night Whist 
Club in New Haven with which the local 
group often got together to hold tourna- 
ments. 

What a fool I was not to check on Jim’s 
smooth story! I could have had sense 
enough to call Doris who had once warned 
me. But I was blindly reckless and filled 
up with my indignation and hurt about 
Earle’s silence. Even when Jim came to 
call for me in his car and we started out 
alone for New Haven, I was stupid enough 
to accept his glib explanation that the rest 
of the group were all coming along in 
Cress’ hig Packard; that we’d all meet in 
New Haven. 

The ride was pleasant. Jim could be 
such entertaining company. We drove for 
three hours, stopped at a roadside eatery 
and had a filling meal. It was getting very 
dark, 

“Shouldn’t we be there soon?” I asked 
Jim curiously after another hour had 
passed. I had always thought New Haven 
could be reached much more quickly than 
this. 

“Holy cow!” Jim exploded, not answer- 
ing my question. 

“What’s wrong?” I asked anxiously. 

There was a frown on his face. 

“Sounded like a flat on the rear left,” 
he explained. We were on a pitch black 


road. He swerved over toward the side, 
ran up in a deserted little cutoff and 
switched off the motor. 

“I’ve got no eyes for fixing flats at this 
time of night at the end of nowhere,” he 
said, sitting there moodily. 

Then he got out of the car, walked 
around to the back. 

“Bring the flashlight, Cynthia,” 
“Tt’s in the glove compartment.” 

I followed instructions, got out and 
walked around behind the car to join Jim. 
He took the flashlight from me. Pointing 
its rays to a grassy little spot under a huge 
tree. he commanded. 

“Sit over there while I check up. Wait, 
I'll get you something to sit on so you 
won’t ruin your clothes.” 

He took a blanket out of the trunk, 
spread it out for me to sit down. Then he 
walked back over to the car to inspect the 
tire. 

“How does it look, Jim?” I called after a 
minute or so. 

He came toward me, playing the flash- 
light around me. Suddenly he switched it 
off. Suddenly he had knelt down beside me 
and, without warning, roughly taken me in 
his arms, forcing me to a prone position. I 
felt his breathing hard and hot on my face, 
the weight of his body against mine. 

“How does it look?” he said mockingly. 
“Tt looks fine, baby. It looks like I’ve got 
you where I want you with your holier- 
than-thou sweet self. It looks like Jim 
Bartlett scores again. There’s no card 
tournament, baby. There’s no other mem- 
bers coming along. We're not going to 
New Haven. We're going right straight to 
Paradise in each other’s arms and there’s 
nothing you can do because we’re a mil- 
lion miles from nowhere.” 

Dizzying shock and fear clutched me. 
Insane rage possessed me. 

“You dirty, filthy beast,” I stormed. 
“You'll never take me. I'll make you kill 
me first.” Oh, why hadn’t I listened to 
Earle? 

I fought Jim tooth and nail, biting him, 
scratching, kicking. Oh, God, if I ever got 
out of this, I’'d be good forever. But Jim 
was like a madman. He intended to sub- 
due me with pure violence. His balled-up 
fist crashed into my cheek. His open hand 
dealt me stinging blows in the face. Dark- 
ness, utter darkness crashed around me— 
darkness which blotted out a full stinging 
pain. 

The next thing I knew was my awaken- 
ing in a strange bedroom. But not only 
the bedroom was strange. So was the kind- 


he called. 


faced middle-aged woman who sat beside 
me looking anxious. So was the curly- 
haired young man who stood at the foot of 
the bed. 

My awakening was the beginning of my 
journey into nowhere. I was in the farm- 
house of the Randalls—Ma Randall and 
her son, George. I was in a tiny Massa- 
chusetts town. I later learned—when I 
came back to life—that Jim Bartlett, sex- 
crazed and thwarted, had beaten me into 
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that he had left me, half- 
the deserted spot where George 
thrashing through the bushes the 
after had found me. 
had picked me up and carried 
home. The local doctor had been 
to patch up my bruises. But there 
bruise which hadn’t healed—the 
my lost memory. I was as devoid 
ind space and memory the morning 
back to consciousness as if I'd 
new-born baby. 
no identification. My purse had 
n found. I was lost. utterly lost. 
rom that, I was happy, days later 
was able to get out of bed and get 
I was happy because Ma Randall 
r old lady who treated me like 
ghter she’d probably always 
I was happy because George 
gentle as he was strong, delicate- 


isness ; 


ica 
i 


\d-looking as he was masculine, was 


ation to the insane fears and doubts 
crowded in on me because I felt so 
place, so extra, so little a part of 
id. 
ks and months went by and I re- 
as the nameless guest of the Ran- 
rhey treated me as if I belonged 
had always belonged there. When 
down in fits of depression because 
In’t answer the questions of the doc- 
the police, George comforted me. 
he thought I was strong enough to 
he employed all kinds of skill, 
to revive my lost conscious mind. 
in the meantime, George saw to it 
had new interests to brighten up the 
ts of sick forgetfulness. George 
e out to the fields to work with him, 


ch him do duties too heavy for me. 


k me to market. He bought me 
and quieted my protest with the 
cement that I had earned them as 


if 
per. 


fantastic 
brooding days, sleepless 
[ gave up. The doctor had given 
{It was George who finally talked 
trying to stop the wracking, ter- 
gony of trying to remember. But 
he had eased that burden—only 
because I would live forever in 


iths of 


ite suffering because of the blind 


my life—I had another problem; 
live for the present and future, as 
had begged me to do and how to 
m and Ma Randall for their kind- 
ilic., 
tain moonlight night solved these 
for me; a moonlight night when 
and I were coming home from a 
it the Methodist church. George 
er spoken words of love to me. He 
ily lived his love for me. He had 
sed my lips or touched my hand 
touch of a lover. But that night, 
walked, hand in hand, natural as 
along the moon-splashed road, 
have felt the heaviness in my heart. 
asked me quietly. 


“What's bothering you now, Queenie?” 

It was a name George had given me be- 
cause he said simply that I carried myself 
like a queen. 

I stopped walking. turned to face him. 
I'll never know what made me do it. I 
only know that when I looked into his eyes, 
I saw the naked love shining through and 
felt I had found a haven, a harbor, a rest- 
ing place for my troubled soul. 

“Queenie.” he said softly. All the love 
that was ever expressed in a poem, a hymn 
or a prayer was in his tone. 

“George.” I answered. 

It was so natural that the next second I 
was in his arms; that his lips were sweetly 
on mine; that his fingers were reverently, 
lovingly caressing my face, my hair. 

Even after we knew we were in love, it 
took a deal of convincing on the part of Ma 
Randall and George to persuade me that 
I should agree to marry him. I felt so 
ashamed to become his wife, knowing that 
neither he nor I knew anything about the 
real me. 

“Tt’s the real you that loves me,” George 
told me. I loved him for that because I 
did truly worship George. But I was 
afraid, afraid that all my life I would have 
the dull, unanswered wonder about my- 
self; that some day he too would became 
afflicted by its unnaturalness. 

I beat down every fear and doubt and 
prayed to God for peace of mind to appre- 
ciate and enjoy the fullness of George’s 
love for me and mine for him without ques- 
tioning the blind curse which had been 
laid upon me. The plans for the wedding 
went ahead in spite of my insistence that 
George and I should go off and get mar- 
ried quietly to keep everyone from talking 
about the fact that he was marrying a 
bride without a name to surrender. 

My self-consciousness was lessened by 
the kind sympathy of the townsfolk who 
loved George and who happily accepted 
me because he did. If it hadn’t been for 
Carrie Stewart, our next-door neighbor’s 
daughter, the miracle might never have 
happened. 

Carrie, who had appointed herself my 
girl friend and who had been wonderful to 
me, planned a shower in my honor a week 
before the date of the wedding. The show- 
er was a merry party and after the girls 
present had held sway, George and the 
town’s young men came in to make it a 
real occasion. 

George and I were dancing, cheek to 
cheek, when Carrie came through the liv- 
ing room, smiling brightly, carrying a card 
table. 

“What happens now?” I called brightly. 

“Oh, we’ve got some of the customers 
clamoring for a card game,” Carrie said. 
“We're going to play whist.” 

She disappeared into the little sun par- 
lor to set up the table. 

Drums beat in my brain. A torment 
burst inside of me. Whist! Whist! The 
hissing, siblant sound of that word. A ter- 
rific headache throbbed at my temple. 


“George,” I said hoarsely. “Take me 
outside. Take me out for some air.” 

Out on the road I walked slowly, George 
beside me anxious. 

“Don’t say a word, George,” I pleaded. 
“Don’t say a word.” 

I walked slowly on. George was silent. 
Whist! The word spun, buzzed in my 
brain. Whist! Saturday night. The Satur- 
day Night Whist Club. The Saturday Night 
Whist Club of Norwalk. Not Queenie. I 
wasn't George’s Queenie. I was Cynthia. 
Earle’s Cynthia. 

The tears were streaming 
cheeks. My headache was unbearable. I 
turned to George. 

“I’m not your Queenie, George.” I said 
weakly. “I’m Cynthia. Cynthia Mitchell. 
Norwalk. Norwalk.” 

I fainted. 

That was how my journey into nowhere 
ended and my old life resumed its shat- 
tered way. 

Things happened fast. George took me 
home, put me to bed. He drove to Norwalk 
the next day and made inquiries, found my 
parents and Earle’s parents, distraught and 
ready to give up the intensive search they 
had made for me. 

Earle, who’d almost lost his mind with 
worry, was furloughed from an army hos- 
pital in Japan and flown home. 

The toughest thing was saying goodbye 
to George; George who I still loved: 
George who Ill always keep in some 
tender, intimate place in my heart; George 
whose eyes were bright with tears as he 
gave me up; gave me back to myself and to 
Earle. 

“Always be your husband’s Cynthia, 
George told me huskily as we said farewell. 
“You'll always be my Queenie.” 

Earle and I had so much to forgive in 
each other. He was abjectly sorry about his 
jealous rage which made him write me 
angrily. I was so penitent about my foolish- 
ness, my weakness. Having to forgive each 
other for so much, I think we found deeper 
reservoirs for our love and understanding. 

Jim Bartlett had left town the day after 
his brutal beating of me on the lonely road. 

Earle’s been home now for three years. 
We are so deeply in love. If there’s one tiny 
shadew of unhappiness in me, it comes 
when I think of George who I loved in my 
shadow of forgetfulness. One of these days 
perhaps he'll find someone to take my 
place. 

I'll read his letter now. He writes every 
once in a long while. And Earle under- 
stands that this is a personal, intimate 
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thing which must never make him jealous; 
never be misunderstood. 

Earle will never be jealous again. For, 
tonight, when he comes home, I’m going 
to tell him what Dr. Clyde told me yester- 
day when I visited his office. I'm going to 
tell Earle he can begin to mean it literally 
when he calls me “Mommy.” I’m going to 
ask Earle if he’d mind very much—if it’s a 
boy—if we call him George. 


THE END 








